are PDs 
iS bates id 4 tiny. oad some 
eu sdeinipe ea - Jee age asta eyes: 
= pasate 
Aisa es 
oe: 
iranian 
ee yt tte eth oe 
shebang apts ee Rath, 


Se tet 

Meajecyete 

Res Saye 5 Sa ates Sa 
aeeiesorts ae Seine wae reece 
spike é : : : ; : ar atptgete 
etal: 

ae E Ne 


aft 


Bans eps 


F3" 
Rohs ait 
yom ying ae 
ig ie 


Ne tenet 
srakegefatipethent ines isa 


BAe ey 


3 


ox 
Pash 


By 

ad 
Feet 

; Shao 

erin are 

Li OR ere $12 est 


pees stsigraet 
PO ore athens nti 
: mode Rasen Ke 
i vata phstcal Me 
Q es - ats 
See eattck Ne 
fee rerteye 


e 
2 Cara . 
Aeeily S =e 


iefin atk Shoes epee at 


‘ 45 et 
eaehineilige 


Pes 


Latte 
Mecstks 
Paes 
ree 


Paria ep ter 
efits & we ipsa ves 
eee Re sra® 4 hed bp i 
if 2 H 
7 Vistare od keegan iets 
Te 
ee 


ee 
poet ’ 
Hay tere sree fiayg ot 
bs ae ayes {2 be 


2 yoeet 
i : di : s eg crak idepe Res ities 4b, 
bili te at tg Mab? ciebet c teehee Renate 
Sry gt merry eet 
ae 7 i r 


e\iay, 


Ta OtoaKTa Lavedyw 


LIEUTENANT WILLIAM J. WOLFGRAM 
ENGLISH REFERENCE LIBRARY 
PENNSYLVANIA MILITARY COLLEGE 


f os Ws . Wy 
7 by ; , : anes Fi | i” ae ay pak fa ™ 
; y ‘ ; . ; a 7 


RICHARD. THE THIRD. 


BY 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE. 


THE THIRD QUARTO, 


1602, 


A FACSIMILE IN PHOTO-LITHOGRAPHY 


BY 


CHARLES PRAETORIUS. 


WITH AN INTRODUCTORY NOTICE 


BY 


P. A. DANIEL. 


LONDON: 
Propucep BY C. PRAETORIUS, 14 CLAREVILLE GROVE, 
HEREFORD SQUARE, S.W. 
1888, 


a 


DeePinls octayTiiee actin SP Wk Sim aN SE 2 2 co 


VW/OLF 
CLG IO 
C697 
Wo. 42 


43 SHAKSPERE QUARTO FACSIMILES, 


WITH INTRODUCTIONS, LINE-NUMBERS, &C., BY SHAKSPERE SCHOLARS, 
ISSUED UNDER THE SUPERINTENDENCE OF DR. F. J. FURNIVALL. 


1. Those by W. Griggs. 
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2. Hamlet. 1604. Qz. 10. Passionate Pilgrim, 1599. Qx. 
8, Midsummer Night’s Dream. 1600. (Fisher. 1l, Richard IT, 1597. Qr. 
4, Midsummer Night’s Dream. 1600, (Roberts. 12, Venus and Adonis. 1593. Qr. 
5, Loves Labor’s Lost. 1598. Qi. 13, Troilus and Cressida. 1609. Qrz. 
6. Merry Wives. 1602. Qr. 17%. Richard IT. 1597. Qz. Duke of Devon- 
7. Merchant of Venice. 1600. Qrx. (Roberts.) shire’s copy. (on stone.) 
8, Henry IV. Ist Part. 1598, Qzr, 
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18, Richard II. 1597. Qi. Mr. Huth’s copy. } 33. King Lear. 1608, Qzr. (N. Butter, Pide 
(on stone.) Bull.) 
19. Richard IT. 1608. Q3. (on stone.) 84. King Lear. 1608. Qo. (N. Butter.) 
20, Richard II. 1634 Q5, 35. Rape of Lucrece. 1594 Qr. 
21, Pericles. 1609. Qrx. ¢ 56. Romeo and Juliet. Undated. 
22. Pericles. 1609. Qz. 87. Contention. 1594. (For 2 Henry VI.) 
23, The Whole Contention. 1619. Q3. PartI. | 38. True Tragedy. 1595. (For3 aoe VI.) 
for 2 Henry VI.). 39. The Famous Victories of Henry V. 1598. 
24, The Whole Contention. 1619. Q3. Part Il. Q:. 
(for 8 Henry VI.). 401 The Troublesome ay of King John. 
25. Romeo and Juliet. 1597, Part I. 1591. (In progress.) 
26. Roméo and Juliet, 1599, 41, The Troublesome talece of King John. 


27. Henry V. 1600. Qr. 
28. Henry V. 1608. Qz. 
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Qo. 3, 1602. 


In the Introduction to the Facsimile of Qi, 1597, I dealt with the 
question of the relationship of the quarto and folio versions of this 
play, the remarkable variations of which undoubtedly present one 
of the most difficult of all Shakespearian problems. 

A main point in my argument was that to Q6, 1622, was due 
the part-parentage of the folio text; that Quarto, not Q3, having, 
in my opinion, been used in preparing the folio text for the press. 

So many nice questions, especially from the editorial point of 
view, depend on the acceptance or rejection of this theory of mine, 
and possession of the rival texts is so indispensably necessary for 
its thorough and leisurely examination, that it has been deemed 
advisable to add Qos. 3 and 6 to our list of Facsimiles, notwith- 
standing that in point of authority and correctness they are both 
far inferior to the Qr already issued. 

The first of these texts, Q3, is now given, done from the copy 
in the British Museum (Press mark c. 34, k. 48): the second, Q6, 
is in progress, and to this latter text I propose to prefix any further 
remarks I may have to make on the subject, should it seem neces- 
sary, on final review of the two texts, to modify or supplement the 
opinions set forth in the Introduction to Qr above referred to. 

The Acts, Scenes, and lines of this facsimile are of course, as in 
Qr1, numbered in accordance with the Globe edition, and a caret 
[< ] marks the places where in the Folio additional lines are found ; 
no other markings have been deemed necessary ; but in the forth- 
coming Q6 all lines containing any variations from this text will be 
marked with a dagger [‘']. 


P, A. DANIEL 
13th February, 1888, 
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of King Richard 


the third, 


(Conteining his treacherous Plots againft his brother 
Clarence : the pittifull murther of his innocent Ne- 
phewes:: his tyrannicall yfuirpation : with the 
whole courfe of his detefted life, and 
moft deferued death, 


Asit hath bene lately Acted by the Right Honowrable 
the Lord Chamberlaine bis (eruants. 


Newly augmented, 
By Wiliam Shakefpeare. 


LONDON : 
Printed by Thomas Creede, for Andrew Wile, dwelling 
in Pasles Church-yard, at the figne of the 
Angell, 1602 
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Ow is the winter of difcontent, 
Made glorious fommer by this fonne of Y orke : 
And all the cloudes that lowrd vpon our houfe, 
Inthe deepe bofome of the Ocean buried, 

Now are our browes bound with victorious wreathes, 

Our bruifed armes hung vp for monuments, 

Our fterne alarums changdto merry meetings, 

Our dreadfull marches to delightfull meafures. 

Grim.vifagde warre,hath fmoothde his wringled front, 

nd now in ftead of mounting barbed fteeds, 

To frighe the foules of fearefull aduerfaries, 

He capers nimblie in a Ladies chamber, 

To the lafciuious pleafing of a Loue. 

But I that am not fhapte for fportiue trickes, 

Nor made to court an amorous looking ghafle, 

Ichat amrudely ftampt,and wane loues maieftie 

To ftrut before a wanton ambling Nymph: 

Tthat am curtaild of this faire proportion, 

Cheated of feature by diffembling nature, 

Deformd,vnfinifht, fent before my time 

Into this breathing world halfe made vp, 

And that fo lamely and vnfafhionable, 

That dogs barke at me as I halt by them: 

Why L in this weake piping time of peace 

Have no delight to pfte away the time, 

Voleffe to fpie my fhadow in the Sunne, 

And defcant on mine owne deformitie : 

And therefore fince I cannot proue a lower 

To entertaine thefe faire well fpoken daiesy 

J am determined to proue a villaine, 

And hate the idle pleafures of thefe daies :~ 

Plots haue I aid,induétions dangerous, : 
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The Tragedie 
By drunken prophefies, libels and dreames, 
T o fet my brother Clarence and the king, 
In deadly hate the one againft the other, 
And ifking Edward be as trueand iuft 
Aslam fubtile, falfc,and trecherous: 
This day fhould Clarence clofely be mewed vp, 
About a prophefie which faiesthatG. 
OfEdwardsheires the murtherer fhall bee. 
Diue thoughts downe tomy fouley Enter Clarence with 
Here Clarence comes, @ guard of men. 
Brother,good dayes,what meanes this armed guard 
That waites vpou your grace ? 
C/, His maieltic tendering my perlons fafetie hath sp - 
This conduét to conucy me to the T ower. (pointed 
Glo, Vpon what caufe? 
Cla, Becaufe my nameis Georges. 
Gio, Alack my Lord,that fault is none of yours, 
He thould for that commit your godfathers: 
O belike his maieftie hath fome Intent 
That you shall be new chriftned in the Tower. 
But whatis the matter Clarence may I know? 
Cia, Yea Richard when I know, for I proteft 
As yet I donot,but as I can learne, 
He harkens after prophecies and dreames, 
And from the crofle-towe pluckes the letter G: 
And faies a wizard told him that by G, 
Hisiffue difinherited fhould be. 
And for my name of George begins with G, 
Tt followes in his thought that | am he. 
Thefe as I Jearne,and fuch like toyetas thefe, 
Haue moued his highneffe to commit me now. 
Glo, Why thisit is when menare tulde by women, 
Tis not the king that fends youto the Tower, 
My Lady Gray his wife,Clarence tis the, 
That temps himto this extremities 
Wasit not fheand that good man of worthip 
Aathony Wooduile her brother there, 
That made him fend Lord Haftings tothe tower, 
From whence this prefent day hes delivered 


Weare not fafe Clarence,we are not fafe, Cla, 


of Richard the third, 
Cla. By heaven I thinke there isno man is fecurde 
But the Queenes kindred,and night-walking Heralds, 
That trudge betwixt the King and Miftrefle Shore: 
Heard ye not what an humble fuppliant 
Lord Haftings was to her for his deliuerie ? 
Glo. Humbly complaining to her deitie, 
Got my Lord Chamberlaine his libertie. 
Ne tell you what,I thinke it is our way, 
If we will keepe in favour with the king, 
Tobe hermen and weare het liuery. 
Theiealous oreworne widow and her felfe, 
Since that our brother dubd them gentlewomen, 
Are mightie goflips in this monarchy. 
Bro. 1 befeech your Graces bothto pardé me: 
His maieftic hath ftraightly given in charge, 
That no man fhall haue priuate conference, 
Of what degree foeuer with his brother. 
Glo. Eué fo & pleafe your worfhip Brokenbury, 
You may partake of any thing we fay s 
We [peake no treafon man,we fay the king 
Is wife and vertuout,and his noble Queene 
Well ftrooke in ycares,faire,and not iealous. 
Welfay that Shores wife hath a pretie foote, 
A cherry lip, a bonny eye, a pafling pleafing tongue: 
And that the Queenes kindred are made gentle folkes. 
How fay you fir, can youdeny all this? 
Bro. Withthis (my Lord) my felfe haue naught to do. 
Glo. Naught to do with Miftreffe Shore,I tell thee fellow, 
He that doth naught with her, excepting oney 
Were beft he doit feeretly alone. 
_ Bro. Whatone my Lord? 
Glo. Her husband knaue,wouldft thou betray me? 

Bro. Tbefeech your Grace to pardon me, and withall for- 
Your conference with the noble Duke. (beare 
Gla, Weknow thy charge Brokenbury,and will obey. 

Glo, Weare the Queenes abiectsand mult obey. 
Brother farewell,I will ynto the King, 
Andwhatfoeuer youwillimploy mein, _ 
Were it tocall King Edwards widow lifter, — - 
A 3 . Twill 
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The Tragedie 
I will performe it to infranchife you. 
Meane time this deepe difgracein brotherhood, 
Touches me deeper then you can imagine. 

Cla. [knowit pleafethneither of vs well. 

Glo, Well, your imprifonment fhal not belong, 
I will deliver you,or lie for you, 
Meane time haue patience- : 

Cla, Umut perforce,farewell. Ext Cla. 

Gf. Go tread the path,that thou halt nese returne, 
Simple plaine Clarence! doloue thee fo, 
That I will thortly fend thy fouleto heavens 
Itheauen will take the prefent at our hands : 
But who comes here,the new deliuered Haftings2 

Enter Lord Haftings. 

Haf?, Good time of day vnto my gracious Lord. 

G4, Asmuch vato my good Lord Chamberlaine: 
Well are you welcome to this open aie, 
Howhath your Lordfhip brooke imprifonment ? 

Haff. With patience(noble Lord)as prifoners mutt : 
But 7fhall live my Lordto giue them thankes, 
That werethe caufe of my imprifonment. 

Gt, Nodoubt,no doubt,and fo thall Clarence too, 
For they that were your enemies are his, 
And haue preuaild as much on him as you, 

Haft. More pittiethat the Eagle fhould be mewed, 
While kites and buzars prey at libertie. 

Glo, What newes abroad ? 

Haff. No newes fo bad abroad,as this at home : 
The king is fickly, weake and melancholy, 
And his Phifitions feare him mightily. 

Gh, Now by Saint Paul this newesis bad indced, 
Oh he hath kept an euill diet long, 
And ouermuch confumed his royal perfon, 
Tis very greeuousto be thought vpon. 
Whiatis he in his bed 2 

Flaf, Heis. 

Go, Goe youbefore, and 7willfollowyon. Exit,Haft. 
He cannot liue I hope,and muft not die 
Till George be packt with poft horfe vp to heauen. 
Tle in to vige hishatred moreto Clarence; 


With 


of Richard the third. 
With lyes well fteeld with weightic arguments, 
And if] fayle not in my deepeintent, 
Clarence hath not another day to live: 
Which done; God take K. Edward to his mercy, 
And ieauethe world for me to buffell in : 
For then Ile marry Warwicks youngeft daughter. 
What though I kild her husband and her father, 
The readieft way to make the wench amends, 
1s to become her husband and her father : 
The which will I, not all fo much for loue, 
As for another fecret clofeintent, 
By marrying her which I muft reach vnto, 
But yetI run befcre my horfe to market : 
Clarence ftill breathes, Edward ftill liues and raignes, 
Whenthey are gone, then muft I count my gaines. Exit, 
Enter Laydy Anne, with the hearfe of Harry the 6. — 
Lady Anne. Set downe; fet downe your honourable Lord, 
Ifhonour may be fhrowded ina hearfe, 
Whileft Ia while obfequioufly lament 
The vntimely fall of verruous Laneafter. 
Poore kei-cold figure of a holy King, 
Pale afhes of the houfe of Lancafter, 
Thou bloedles remnant of that royall blood, 
Be it lawfull that Linuocate thy gholt, 
To heare the lamentations of poore Anne; 
Wife to thy Edward,to thy flaughtred fonne, 
Stabd by the felfefame hands that made thefe holes ; 
Log, in thofe windowes that let foorth thy life, 
Tpowre the helpelefle balme of my poore eyes, 
Curft be the hand that made the ‘fatall holes, 
Curft be the heart that had the heart to doit, 
More direful hap betide that hated wretch, 
‘That makes vs wretched by the death of thee: 
Then I can with to adders, fpiders, toads, 
Or any creeping venomde thing thar liues. 
Tf ever he haue child, abrotiue be it, 
Prodizeous and vntimely brought to light 
Whofe vgly and vnnaturall afpedt 
May fright the hopefull mother at the views Ir 
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The Tragedie 
Tf ever he haue wife, let her be made 
As miferable by the death of him, - 
As lam made by my poore Lord and thee. 
Come now towards Chertfey with your holy load 
Taken from Paules to be interred there: 
And ftillas you are awearie of the waight, . 
Reft youwhiles I lament King Henries coarfe, 
Enter Gloster. 
Glo,Stay you that beare the corfe,& fetit down. 
La,What blacke magitian coniures vp this fiend 
To ftop deuoted charitable deeds ? ; 
Gio, Villaine,fet downe the coarfe, or by S,Paul, 
Ne make a coarfe of him that difobeyes, 
Gen. My L, ftand backe and Jet the coffin paffe, 
Glo, Vamanerd dog, ftand thou when I command, 
Aduancethy Halbert higher thea my breft, 
Or by Saint Paule Ile ftnke thee to my foote, 
And fpurne vpon thee beg ger forthy boldnes, 
La, What do you tremble, are you all afraid? 
Alas,I blame you not for you are mortall, 
And mortall eyes cannot endure the diuel. 
Auant thou dreadfull minifter of hell, 
Thou had{ft but power ouer his mortal! bodiey. 
His foule thou cani{t not hae, therefore be gone, 
Glo. Sweet Saint, for charitie,be not fo crit, 
La,Foute diaell, for Gods fake hence and trouble vs not, 
For thouhaft made the happy earth thy hell : 
Fild it with curfing cryes,and deepe exclaimes, 
If thou delight to view thy hainous deeds, 
Behold this patterne of thy butcheries, 
Oh Gentlemen fee;fee dead Henries wounds, 
Opentheir congeald mouths and bleed afreth, 
Bluth, blufh, thou lumpe of foule deformitie, 
For tisthy prefence that exhales this blood 
From cold and emptie veynes where no blaoddwels, 
Thy deedinhumaneand vanaturall, 
Prouokes this deludge moft vnnaturall, 
Oh God, which this blood madeft,reuenge his death: 
Oh earth which this blood drinkft,reuenge hisdeath: 
Either heauen with lightning {trike the murtherer deady. 


| of Richard the third. 
Or earth gape open wide, and eate him quicke, 
As thou doeft (wallow vp this good kings bloods 
Which his Hel-gouernd arme hath butchered, 
Gie. Ladie, you know no rules of charitie, 
Which renders good for bad,bleffings forcurfes, 
La, Villaine, thou knowft no law of God nor man: 
No beaft fo fierce, but knowes fome touch of pittiee 
Gio, But [know none, and therefore am no beaft,, 
La, Ob wonderfull when deuils tell the truth, 
Glo. More wonderfull when Angelsate foangry, 
Vouchfefe diuine perfeétion afa woman, 
Ofthefe fuppofed euils to giue me leave, 
By circum(tance but to acquite my felfe, . 
La. Vouchfafe defufed infe&tion of a man, 
For thefe knowne cuils but to giue me leaue, 
By circumftance tocurfe thy curfed felfe. 
Glo, Fairer then tongue can name thee; let me haue 
Some patient leifure to excufe my felfe, 
La, Fouler then heart can thinke thee thou canft make 
No excufe currant, but to hang thy felfe, 
Gio, By fuch difpaire I Mhould accufe my felfe. 
La. And by difparing thouldft thou ftand excufde, 
Fordoing worthy vengeance on thy felfe, 
Which didft vaworthy flaughter vpon others, 
Glo, Say that I flew them not. 
La, Why then they are not dead: | 
But dead they are, and diuelifh flaue by thee. 
Glo, 1 did not kill your husband, 
La, Why then heisaliue, _ 
Glo, Nay, heis dead andflaine by Edwards hand, 
La, Inthy foule throat thoulyeft, Queene Margret faw 
Thy bloodly faulchion fmoking in his blood, 
The which thou once didft béd againft her brelt, 
But that thy brother beat afide the poynt, 
Glo, was prouoked by her flaunderous tongue 
Which laid their guilt vpon my guiltleffe fhoulders, 
La, Thou waft prouoked by thy bloodie minde, 
Which acuer dreamt on ought but butcheries, 
Didft thou not killthis as Glo, 1 grant yee, 
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The Tragedie 
La. Doeft graunt me hedgchog,then God grant me too 
‘Thou maieft be damned forthat wicked deed. 
Oh he was gentle, milde and vertuous. 
Ge The fitter for the king of heauen that hath him. 
Ea, Heis in heauen,where thou fhalt neuer come. 
Gh. Lethim thanke me that holpe to fend him thither, 
For he was fitter for that place then earth. 
La, And thou vnfit for any place but hell. 
Glo. Yesone place elfe;if ye will heare me nameit. 
La. Somedungeon. Gl. Your bed-chamber. 
La. Wrelt beridethe chamber where thoufieft. 
ot So will it Madame,till I lie with you. 
a. Lhope fo, 
Glo, 1 know fo,but gentleLadie Anne, 
To Jeaue thiskind incounter of our wits, 
And fall fomewhat into a flower methode: 
Is not the caufer of the timeleffe deaths 
Of thefe Plantagenets, Henry and Edward, 
As blamefill as the executioner ? 
La. Thou art the caufe,and moft accurft effea. 
Gh, Your beautie wasthe caule of hat effeet, 
Your beautie which did haunt me in my fleepe, 
To vndertake the death of all the world, 
So I might reft one hourtein your fweet bofome. 
Ls. fe I thought that,l tell thee homicide, 
Thefe nailes fhould rend that beautie ftom my cheekes, 
Glo. Thefe eiescould neuer endure {weet beauties wrack, 
You fhould not blemith them if I ftood bys 
Asall the world is cheared by the Sunne, 
Sol by that,itis my day, my life. 
La, Black night ouerfhade thy day,and death thy life, 
‘Ie Curfe not thy felfe faire creature,thou art both. 
. L would wereto be rcuengdeon thee, 
Glo, Trisa quarrell moft vnnaturall, 
Tobe reuengd on himthat loueth you, 
Le, Itis aquarrell mt and reafonable, 
To bereuengdon him that flew my husband, 
Gl. He that bereft thee Lady of thy husband, 
Didit to helpe thee to a better husband, 
Le His 


of Richard the third. 
La, His better doth aot breath yponthe earth, 
Glo, Go tooyhe lines that loues you better thenhe could. 
La. Namehim. Gh. Plantagenet. 
La. Why what was he? 
Gt. The felfe fame name,but one of better nature. 
La. Whereis hez 
Gie. Heeie. Ske fpiteeth at bins, 
Why docft thou {pit at mee ? 
Le. Would it were mortall poyfon for thy fake. 
Glo. Neuer came poyfon from fa fweet a place. 
La. Neuer hung poyfon on afowler toade, 
Out of my fight,thoudoeft infeét my cies. 
Gt, Thine ciesfweee Lady hauc infected mine. 
La. Would they were Boliliskes to ftrikethee dead.. 
Ga. I would they were that I might die at oncey 
For now they kill me witha liuing death. 
Thofe eies of thine, from mine haue drawne fale teares, 
Shamed their afpett with {tore of childith drops: 
I neuer fised to friend nor encmie, 
My tongue could neuer learne fweete foothing words ; 
But now thy beautie is propofde my fee: 
My proud heart fues,and prompts my tongue to {peake. 
Teach not thy lips fuch (corne,for they were made 
For kifling Lady not for fuch contempt, 
If thy reuengefull heart cannot forgiue, 
Loe here I lend thec this fharpe pointed fword, 
Whichif thau pleafe to hide in true this bofome, 
And let the foule forth that adorcth thee s 
T laie it naked to the deadly firoke, 
And humbly beg the death vpon my knee. 
Nay, do not pawle,twas I that kild your husband, 
But twas thy beautie that prouoked me: 
Nay now difpatch,twas I that kild king Henry, 
But twas thy heauenly face thatlee me on: Here foe lets fak 
Take vp the {word againeottakevpme. =the /word, 
La. Arife difembler.though I with thy death, 
T will noz be the executioner, 
Glo. Then bid me kill my felfeand I will doit. 
La, Vhaucalreadie. 
B 2 Glo 
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The Tragedie 
Glo, Tuth, that was in the rage: 
Speake it againc, and even with the word, 
That hand which far thy Loue did kill thy love, 
Shall forthy louckillafarretruerlove: —_- 
To both their deaths thou fhalt be aeceflarie, 
La.} would 1 knewthy heart. 
Gu, Tis figured in my tongue. 
La, I feare me bothare falfe. 
Géo,T hen neuer man was true, 
La. Well, well, put vp your fword, 
Glo, Say then my peace is made: 
La. That thall you know hereafter, 
Glo. But I tha}iliuein hope, 
La. Allmen Lhope hue fo. 
Gle, Vouchfafe to weare this ting. 
La, To take isnot to giue. 
Glo, Looke howthisting incompaffeththy finger, 
Euen fothy breait inclofeth my poore heart, 
Weare both of them,for both ofthemare thine: 
And ifthy poore fuppliant may 
Bur beg one fauour at chy gracioushands 
Thou doeft confirme hishappineffe foreuer: 
La, Wat is it? 
Gh, That it would pleafe thee leaue thele fad defignes, 
To him that bath more caule to be a mourner: 
And prefently repaire to Crosbie place. 
Where after I haue folernnely enterred 
At Chertfie Moneftane this nobleKing, 
And wet his grave with my repentant teares, 
I will with all expedient duetie fee yous - 
For diuers ynknowne reafons, I befeech you 
Graunt me this boone, ; 
La, With all my heart,8¢much itioyes me too, - 
To fee you are become fo penitent : 
Treffill and Bartley, go along withine, 
Gio, Bid me farewell, 
La, Tis more then you deferue: 
Butfince youteach me howto flatter you, 
Imagine I haue fayd farewellalready, Exze, 


of Richard thethird, 
Gio, Sits, take vp the corfe, 
Ser. Towards Chertfie noble Lord ? 
Glo, No :to White Fryerssthere attend my comming, 

Was ever woman iathis humor woed?Exeuar. Af anet Gio. 

Waseuer woman in this humour wonne? 

Tle haue her, but] will not keepe her long, 

What I? that kild her husband & her father, 

To take her in her hearts extreameft heate : 

With curfesin her mouthteares in her eyesy 

The bleeding witneffe of her hatred by : 

Hauing God,her con{cience sand thefe barres again{t mee, 

And I nothing to baeke my fute withall 

But the plaine Diuell and diffembling lookes, 

And yet to win her allthe worldto nothing. Hah? 

Hath the forgot alreadie that braue Prince 

Edward, her Lord, whom] fomethree months fince 

Stabdin my angry mood at T ewxbury ? 

A [weeter and a louelier gentleman, 

Framd in the prodigalitie ofnature 

Yong, valiant, wife,and no doubt right royal, 

The fpacious world-cannot againe affoord. 

And will thee yetdebale het eyeson me, 

That crope the golden prime of this fweete Prince, 

And made her widdow taawofull bed 7 

On me,whofe alnot equals Edwardsmoity, 

On me that halt,and am vnfhapen thus? 

My Dukedome to a beggerly denier, 

Ido miftake my perfon ali this while. 

Vpon my life the finds,although I cannot 

My felfe, to be a maruailous proper man, 

Me be at charges fora Looking glaffe, 

And entertaine fome {core or two of tailors 

To ftudy fafhionsto adore my body, 

Since I am crept in fauous with my felfe, 

I will maintaine it witha little coft, 

But firft Ile eurne yon fellow in his graue, 

And then returne lamenting to my loue, 

Shine out faire funne, till 1 haue bought a glafle, 

That I may fee my ieee as I paffe, 
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The Tragedie 
- Enter Queene,Lord Riversand Grape 
Ri. Haue patience Madame, ther’s no doubt his maieftie 
Will foone recouer his accuftomed health. — 
Gray. In that youbrookeitill,it makes him worfey 
Therefore for Gods fake entertaine good comfort, 
And cheare his grace with quicke and merry words. 
Qs. If he were dead,what would betide of me? 
Rs, No other harme but loflc of fuch a Lord. 
Qu, The loffe of fach a Lord includes all harme. 
Gray, The heauens haue bleft you with a goodly fonne, 
To be your comforter when he is gone. 
2%, Ohheis yong, and his minoritie 
Ts put vnto the truft of Rich.Glocefter, 
Aman that loues not .me,nornone of you. 
Ri, sit concluded he fhall be Protector? 
Qe \eisdetermined,not concluded yets 
But fo it muft be if the king mifcarrie, Enter Buck. Darby, 
Gr.. Here comes the Lords of Buckingham and Darby. 
Buc, Good time of day vnto your royal grace. 
Dar, God make your maieftie ioyfullas you haue bene. 
Qu, TheCounteffe Richmond goad my Lo.of Darby 
To your good praiers will (carcely fay; Amen 
Yee Darby notwithitanding thees your wife, 
And Joues not mesbe yougood Lord affurde 
I hate not you forher psi ecm a 
Dar. 1 befeech youcither notbeleeuc 
The enuious flaundersof her accufers, 
O: if the beaccufde in true report, 
Beare with her weaknefle,which I thinke proceeds 
Fromway ward fickneffe,and no grounded malice. 
Ri, Saw you the king to day my Lord of Darbie? 
Dar. Butnow the Duke of Buckingham and I, 
Came from vifiting his mateftie, 
22, What likelihood of hisamendment Lords ? 
Buc. Madame. good hope; his grace fpeaketh chearfully, 
2a. God graunt him health,did you confer with him ? 
Buc. Madame we did:He defires to make attonement 
Betwixt the Duke of Glocefter and your brothers. 
And betwixt them and my Lord Chamberl aine, ie ; 


of Richard the third. 
And fent to warne them to his royall prefence. 
2%. Would all were well,but that will neuer be, 
Tfeare our happineffeisatthehighelt. Enter Glocefer. 
Glo. They do me wrong,and I will not endure it. 
Whoate they that complaines vnto the king? 
Thar I forfooth am fterne and louethemnot: 
By holy Paz/ they louc his grace but lightly 
That fill his eares with fuch difcentious rumors: 
BecaufeI cannot flatter and fpeake faire, 
Smile in mens faces,fmooth,deceiueand cog; 
Ducke with Prench nods,and apith arate: 
I muft be held a rankerous enemie. 
Cannot a plaine man live and thinke no harme, 
But thus his fimple truth maft be abufde, 
By filken flic infinuating Iackes? 
Ri, To whom in all this prefence fpeakes your grace? 
Glo, To thee that haft nor honeftie nor grace. 
When haue I iniured thee, when done thee wrong, 
Or thee,or thee,or any of your faftion ? 
Aplague vpon you all. His roy all perfon 
(Whom God preferue better then you would with) 
Cannot be quiet {carce a breathing while, 
But you muft trouble him with lewde complaints. 
Lia. Brother of Glocefter, you miflake the matter: 
The king of his awne royall difpofition, 
And not prouoke by any futerelfe, 
Ayming belike at your interiour , 
Which in your outward aétions fhewes it felfe, 
Againft my kinred,brother,and my felfe: 
Makes him to fend,that thereby he may gather 
The ground of your ill will,and to remoue it, 
Glo. I cannot tell,the world is growne fo bad. 
That Wrens may prey where Eagles dare not pearch, 
Since euery Iacke becameagentleman , 
There’smany a gentle Seeto made alacke. 
Woe Come,come,we know your meaning brother Glo, 
ouenuie mine aduancement and my friends, 
God graunt we never may haue need of you. 
Gio. Meanetime,God grant that we hane need of you. 
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The Tragedie 
Our brother is imprifoned by your meanes, 
My felfe difgrac’d, and the Nobilitie 
Heldin contempt, whilft many faire promotions 
Are dayly giuento enoble thole, 
That {carce fome two dayes fince were worth a noble, 
2u. By him that raifde meto this carefull height, 
From that contented hap which lenioyd, 
I neuer did incenfe his Maieftie 
A gainft the Duke of Clarence: but have beene 
Anearnef aduocate to pleade for him, 
My Lord, you do me fhamefull iniurie, 
Falfely todraw me in thefe vile fufpeéts. 
Glo, You may denic that you were not the caufe, 
Of my Lord Haftings late imprifonment. 
‘Rex, She may my Lord. 
Gd, She may, L, Rivers, why who knowes not fo2 
She may doe more firthen denying that : 
She may helpe you to many faire preferments, 
Andthen denie her ayding hand therein, 
And lay thofe honours on your high deferts, 
What may fhe not?fhe may,yea matrie may fhe. 
Ren, What marry may fhe 2 
Glo, What marry may fhe? marry witha King 
A batcheler, a handfome {tripling too. 
Iwis your Grandam had aworfer match. 
2.My L, of Glocefter, I haue too long borne 
Your blunt.vpbraidings,and your bitter {coffes, 
By heaven I will acquaint his Maieftie, 
With thofe grofle taunts I often haue endured, 
Thad rather bea countrey feruant mayd, 
Thena great Queene with this condition, 
To be thus taunted, fcorned,and baited at: Enter Dx. 
Smallioy haue lin being Englands Queene. Margret. 
.Mar, And lefnedbe that (mall, God I befeech thee, 


‘Thy honour, [tate, and feate is due to me. 


Glo, What? threat you me withtelling of the King? 
Tell him and {pare not, looke what I fayd, 
I willauouch in prefence of the King : 
Tis time to fpeakeymy paynes are quite forgot, 


of Richard the third. 
2u,Mar. Out diuel, I remember them too well, 
Thou fleweft my busband Henry inthe Tower, 
And Edward my poore fonne at T euxburie. 
Gf; Ere you were qucetie, yea or your husband king, 
Iwasa pack-horfe in his reac affaires, 
A weeder out of his proud aduerfaries, 
A liberal] rewarder of his fiends: 
To royalize his blood I fpilt mine owne. . 
Qu.Mar, Y ea,and much better blood, then his or thine, 
¢o. Inall which time,you and your husband Gray, 
Were fa&tious for the houle of Lancanfter ; 
And Riuers,fo were you. Was not your husband 
In Margarets battale at Saint Albons flaine 2 
Let me putin your inindes, if yours forget 
What you haue bene cre now;and what youare: 
Withall, what I haue bene,and what I am. 
.Mar, A murtherous villaine,and fo {till thou art, 
Gt. Poore Clarence did forfake his father Warwickey 
Yea and forfwore himfelfe (which le(u pardon.) 
28. Mar. Which God rcuenge. 
fo, To fight on Edwards partie for the crowne, 
And for his meede (poore Lord) he is mewed vp: 
T would to God my heart were flint like Edwardsy 
Ox Edwards foft and pietifull like mine, 
Tam too childifh foolith for this world. 
2.41. Hie thee to hell forfhame,and leaue the world. 
Thou Cacodemon, there thy kingdome is, 
Ri, My Lord of Gloceiter in thofe bufie daies, 
Which here you vrge co prove vs enemies, 
We followed then our Lord,our lawfull King, 
So fhould we you, if you fhould be our king, 
Ge, ll thould bes had rather bea pediery 
Farre be it from my heare the thought of it. 
2M, As litleioy (my Lord) as you fuppofe 
You fhould enioy,were you this countries kings 
As little ioy rnay you fuppofe in me, 
That lenioy being the Queene thereof, 
2M, A lileioy enioyes the Queene therof, 


For lam the,and altogether ioyletfe, 
Cc Ican 


128 


136 


144 


148 


186 


160 


174 


NS 


982 


186 


790 


The Tragedie 
Tcannolonger hold me patient, 
Heare me you wrangling Pyrates that fall out, 
In (haring out that which you haue pild from me: 
Which of you trembles not that lookes on me ? 
Tf not,thar I being Queenesyou bow like fubie&s, 
Yee that byoudepofde,you quake like rebels : 
O gentle villaine,do not turne away. 

Gh, Foule wrinkled witch,what makit thou in my fight 

2.M, But repetition of what thouhatt mard, 
That wili Fauskel bere Ile thee goe : 
A husband anda fonne thou oweft to me, 
And thou akingdome,all of you alleageance: 
The forrow thac { haue,by right is yours, 
And all the pleafures you viurpe,is mine. 

Gie, Thecurfe my noble father laid on thee, 
When thou didft crowne his warlike browes with paper, 
And with thy [corne drewft rivers from his eyes, 
Andthente drie them.gau'ft the Duke a clout,. 
Steept in the bloud of prettie Rutland: 
His curfesthen from bitterneffe of foule, 
Denounft againft thee,are fallen vpon thee, 
And God, notwe, hath plapude thy bloodie deed. 

Qu. So iuftisGod to oH theinnocent. 

Haft. Otwas the fouleft deed to flay that babe, 
And the moft meraileffe that euer was heard of. 

Ré, Tyrants themlelues wept when it was reported. 

Dorf. Noman but prophecied reuenge for it. 

Bac. Northumberland then prefent,wept to feeit. 

Qu, Mar, What? were you fnarling all before: T came, 
Readic to catch each other by thethroat, 
And turne you now your hatred allon me 2 
Did Yorkes dread eurfe preuaile fo much with heauen; 
That Henries death,my louely Edwards death, 
Theirkingdomes lotley my wofull banifhment, 
Could all but anfwere for that peeuith brat ? 
Can curfes pierce thecloudes,and enter heauen? 
Why then give way dull cloudesto my quicke curfes : 
Ifnot by warre,by furfet die your king? 
As our by murder, tomake himaking. 
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_ Of Richard the third, Liii. 
Edward thy fonne, which nowis Prince of Wales, Fir ay 
For Edward my fon,which was Princeof Wales. 
Die in his youth, by like vntimely violences 
Thy felfea Queene, for me that wasa Queene, 202 
Out liuc thy glorie,like my wretched felfe: 
Long maift thou liuetoweilethy childrens loffe, 
And {ee anothers, as I fee thee now, 
Deckt in thy glorie,asthouart Mald in mine = 206 
Long die thy happie dates before thy death, 
And after many lengthened houresof greefe, 
Dieneither mother, wife, nor Englands Queene, 
Riuers and Dorfet.youwere ce bys lores: 270 
And fo was thouLo, Haftingsywhen my fonne 
Was {tabd with bloody daggers, God I pray him, 
That none of youmay liue yournaturallage, 
But by fome valooke accident cut off. Pe 
Glo, Hauedone thy charme thou hatefull withered hag. 
2. U1.And \caue out thee?ftay dog. for thou fhalt hear me 
Ifheauen haue any greeuous plague in {tore, 
Exceeding thofe that I can with vponthee: . 218 
Olet them keepe ic till thy finnes be ripe, 
And then hurledowne their indignation 
On thee the troubler of the poore worlds peace : 
The worme of conference filibeznaw thy foule, 222 
Thy friends fufoe@ for traytors while thou liveft, 
And take deepe traytors for chy deareft friends, 
Nofleepe clofe vp that deadly eyeof thine, 
Valeffe it be whiteft forme tormenting deeame 226 
Affrights thee,with a hell of vgly diuels. | 
Thou eluith markt,zbortiue rooting hogy 
Thou that waft feald in thy natiuitie 
The flaue of nature,and the fonne of hell, 230 
Thou flaunder of thy mothers heauie wothbe, 
Thou loathed iflue of thy fathers loynes, 
Thou rag of honour,thou detefted, &c. 
Gh, Margaret. 
Qu, Richard. Gh, Ha. 
24.M1, I calithee not. 284 
Géo, Then cric thee pee {had thought 
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The Tragedie 
Thou hadft cald me all thefe bitter narnes, 
Qu Mar, Why fo | did,but lookt for no reply, 
O Jet me make the period to my curfe, 
Glo, Tis done by me,and endsin Margaret, (felfe. 
2u. Thus haue you breathed your curfe againft your 
Q, M. Pocre painted Queene, vaine flourifh of my for- 
Why ftrewft chou fager on that botled {pider, (tume : 
Whofe deadly web infnareth thee about? 
Foole,foole,thou whetft aknife to kill thy felfe. 
The time will comewhen thov fhale wifh for me; 
To helpethee curfe that poifoned bunchbackt toade, 
Haft. Fale boading woman, end thy frantike curfe, 
Leaft to thy harme thou moue our patience, 
2.M. Foule fhame vpon you; you haue all mou'd mine. 
Rs, Were you well feru'd you would be taught your duty. 
.A4, To feruemewell,youall fhould do me dutie, 
Teach me tobe your Queene,and you my fubiedts: 
Oferue me well ,and teach your feluesthatdutie. 
Dorf. Difpute not with hersfhe is lunatique. 
2.M. Peace malter Marquefle, you are malapert, 
Your fire-new ftampe of honour is {carce currant: 
O chat your young nobilitie could iudge, 
What t'were to loofe ic and be miferable: 
They that ftand high, haue aysny blafts to fhake them, 
Andif they fall, they dath themf{cluesto peeces, 
Glo, Good couniell marry, learne it,learne it Marques, 
Dorf. Ittoucheth you (my Lord) as much as me, 
Glo, Yea,and much more,but 1 was borne (o high, 
. Ouraiery buildeth in the Cadars top, 
And dallies with the winde,and fcornes the funne. 
2.4. And turnesthe funne to fhade,alas,alas, 
Witnes my fonne,nowin the fhade of death, 
Whofe bright outfhming beames,thy cloudie wrath, 
Hath in eternal darkneffe foulded vp: 
Four aierie butldeth in owt airies nealt, 
OGod that {ceft it,do not fufter it: 
As it was wonne with bloud, loft be it (0, 
Buck, Hane done for thame ifnot for charitie, 
QM. Vige neither chatiticnorthame to me, 
Vacha- 


of Richard the third. 

Vocharitably with me haue you dealt, 

And fhamefully by you my hopes are butcherd, 

My charitie is outrage, life my fhame, 

And in my fhame ftill hue my {orrowes rage. 

Buck, Haue done. 

2. Afer. O princely Buckingham,I will kiffe thy hand, 
Infigne of league and amitic with thee: 

Now faite befall thee,and thy princely houle, 

Thy garments are not ees with our blond, 

Nor thou within the compaffe of my curfe. 

Buck, Norno onehere, for curfes neuer paffe 

The lips of thofe thatbreath themin the ayre. 

Q.A4, Ne not beleeue but they afcend the skie, 

And there awake Gods gentle fleeping peace. 

O Buckingham beware of yonder dog, 

Looke when he fawnes,he bites,& when he bites, 

His venome tooth will rankle thee to death, 

Haue not todo with himybeware of him: 

Sinne,death, & hell baue fet theirmarkson him, 

And all their minifters attend on him, 

Glo. What doth fhe fay my Lo: of Buckingham? 

Buck, Nothing that I refpect my gracious Lord, 

2. Mar. What doeft thou {corne me for my gentle coun- 
And foothe the divell that I warne thee from? (fell, 
O but remember this an other day, 

When he thall (plit thy very heare with forrow, 

And fay poore Margaret was a prophreteffe : 

Liue each of youthe fubiedts of his hate, 

And heto you,and all of you to Gods Exit, 
Haft, My baire doth ftand on endto heare her curfes. 
Rua, And fodoth minesl wonder thees at hbertie. 

Gl, 1 cannot blame her by Gods holy mother; 

She hath had too much wrong,and I repent 

My part thereof that l haue done. 
2u, Ineuer did her any to my knowledge. 

Glo, But you haue all the vantage of this wrong. 

I was too hot todo fome body good, 

Thatistoo colde in thinking of it now: 

Marry as for Clarenceyheis well seit 
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Heis frnkt vptofatting for his paines, 
God pardon them that are the caufe of it. 
-‘Riw. A vertuousanda Chriftianlike conclulion, 
To pray for them that haue done {cathe to vs. 
Gh. SodoT cuer being well aduifde, 
For had J curt, now I had curft my felfe. 
Cats, Madame his mateltie doth call for yous 
And for your noble Grace? and you my noble Lord. 
Qu. Catsby we come, Lords will you go with vs. 
Rs, Madame,we will attend your Grace.Exeunt. ma.Cl. 
G4, V do the wrong, and fit began to braule, 
The fecret mifchiefe that I (ctabroach, 
I Jay vnto the greeuous charge of others. 
Clarence, whom I indeede haue laid in darkeneffe : 
I do beweepe to many fimple guis: 
Namely to Haftings, Darby, Buckinham, 
And fay itis the Queene, and her allies 
That ftirrethe K. againft the Duke my brother. 
Now they beleeue me, and withall whet me 
To be reuengd on Rivers, Vaaghan,Graye 
But then figh, and with apiece of {cripture, 
Tellthemthat God bids vs do good for eui) : 
And thas I cloath my naked villanic 
With oldod ends,folne out of holy writs 
And {cemea Saint, when moft I play the Dinell, 
But folt heere comes my executioners.Z ster E-cecationers, 
How now, my hardy ftout refolued mates, 
Are ye now going to difpacth thisdeed 2 
Exe. We arc my Lord, and come to haue the warrant, 
That we may be admitted where heis. 
Gio, It was well thought vpon, 1 haue it heare about me. 
When you haue done, repairs to Crosbie place: 
Bur firs, be fudden inthe execution ; 
ithall, obdutare : do not heare him pleadey 
r Clarence is well fpoken, and perhaps 
mouc your heatts to pittic ifyeu mark him, 
Tufh, fearenot,my L. we will noe ftand to prate, 
eno good doers be aflured : 


vie ourhands and not ourtongues, 
Glo 
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of Richard the third, 
Glo, Your eies drop milftones,when fooles eies drop tears, 

I like you Lads, about your bufineffe. Exeust. 

Emer Clarence, Brokenbury, 
Bro,Why lookes your Grace (o heauily to day? 
Cla, Ob, Ihaue paft a miferable night, 

So full of vgly fights, ofgaltiy dreames, 

That as Lama Chriftian faithfull man, 

J would not fpend another fuch anighe, 

Though e’were to buy a world of happiedayes, 

So fill of difmall terror was the time. . 
Bro. What was your dreame? I long to heare you tell it. 
Cla. Me thoughts I wasimbarkt for burgundie, 

Aind in my company my brother Glocefter, 

Who from my cabbin tempted me to walke 

Vpon the harches, thence we lookt toward England, 

And cited vp.a thoufand fearefull times, ie 

Daring the warres of Yorke and Lancafter, 

That had befallen vs: as we paftalon 

Vpon the giddy footing of the Hatches, 

Me thought that Glofter ftumbled,and in ftambling 

Stroke me (that thought to {tay him) ouer-beard, 

Into the tumbling billowes ofthe maine. 

Lord,Lord,me thought what paine it was to drowne, 

What dread full noyfe of waters in mine cares, 

What vgly fights of death within mine eyes + 

Me thought I faw a thoufand fearefull wracks, 

Ten thoufand men that fifhes gnawed vpon, 

Wedgesof gold, great Anchors,heapes of pearle; 

Ineftimable Mones, vnvalued iewels, 

Some lay in dead mens fculs,andin thofe holes 

Where eyes did once inhabite, there were crept 

Astwete in {corne of eyes ieee iwi 

Which woed the flimie bottom of the deepe, 

And mockt the dead bones that lay {cattered by, 
Bro. Had you fuch leafure inthe time of death, 

To gaze vpon the fecrets of the deepe ? 

Cla.Me thought J had: for {til the enuious flood. 

Keptin my foule, and would not let it foorth, 

Tokcepe the emptic vaft and wandring ayté). a 
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The Tragedie 
But fmothered it within my panting bulke, 
Which almoft burft to belch it in the fea. 
Brok, Awakt you not withthis fore agonie 2 
Char, O no,my dreame was lengthned after life, 
O then began the tempeft to my foule, 
Who paft (me thoughe) che melancholy floud, 
With that grim ferriman which Poets write of, 
Vato the kingdome of perpetuall night: 
The fir that there did greete my ftranger foule, 
Was my great father in law.renowmed Warwick, 
Who cried aloud, what fcourge for periunie 
Can this darke monarchie afford falfe Clarence? 
And fohe vanifht:then came wandring by, 
A thadow like an Angell, in bright haire, 
Dabled in bloud sand he {queake out aloud, 
Clarence is come, falfe, fleeting, periurd Clarence, 
That ftabd me in the field by Teuxburie :. 
Seaze on him furies,take him to your torments, 
With that me thoughe a legion of foule fiends 
Enuironed me about,and howled in mine eares, 
Such hidious cries, that with the very noife, 
I trembling, wakt,and for a feafon after, 
Could not beleeue but that I was in hell, 
Such terrible impre {lion made the dreame. . 
Bro.No maruell(my Lo.) though itaffrighted you, 
I prone am afraid to heare you tell it, 
Cla, O Brokenburie,{ haue done thofe things, 
Which now beare evidence againft my foule, 
For Edwards fake,and fee how he requitcs me, 
I pray thee gentle keeper {tay by me, 
My foule is heauie,and I faine would fleepe. 
Brok. Lwill(my Lord) God giue your Grace good reft, 
Sorrow breakes {eafons,and repofing howers 
Makes the night morning,and chenoonetide night. 
Princes haue but their titles for theit glories, 
Anoytward honour for an inwardtoyle: 
And for vnfelt imagination, 
They often feele a world of reftleffe cares: 
So that betwixt your titles,and lowe names, 
There's 


of Richard the third. 
There’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 
The murtherers enter, 
In Gods name what are you,and how came you hither? 
Exel would {peake with Clarence,and I came hither on 
Bre. Yea, are ye fo briefe 2 | (my legs. 
2.Exe. O fis, it isbetter be briefe then tedious, 
Shew him out commifliom talkeno more. He readeth it 
Bro. amin this commanded to deliver 
The noble Duke of Clarenceto your hands. 
I will notreafon what ismeant thereby, 
Becaufe I will be guiltlefTe of the meaning : 
Heere are the key es there fits the Dukea fheenes 
Tie to his Maieftieand certifie his Grace, 
That thus I haue refigad my place to you. 
Exe. Do (o, it isa point of Wiledome, 
2. What fhall we ftab him as he fleepes? 
1 No, then he will fay twas done cowardly 
When he wakes, 
2. When he wakes, 
Why foole he thall neuer wake till the iudgement day, 
1. Why then he will fay we ftabd him fleeping, 
2. The vrging of that word iudgement, hath bred 
A kinde of remorfe in me. ; 
1 What, are thou afraid ? 
2 Not to kill him hauing a warrant forit, but to be damd 
For killing him, from which no warrant candefend vs, _ 
1 Backe tothe Duke of Gloflter, tell him fo. 
2 I pray thee {tay awhile, I hopenty holy humour will 
Change, twas wont to hold rue but while one would tell xx 
1 How dooft thou feele thy felfe now? (in me, 
2 Faith fome certaine dregs of confcience are yet with- 
1 Remember our reward when the deedisdone. 
2 Zounds he dies, I had forgot the reward. 
1 Where is thy confcience now ? 
2 Inthe Duke of Glofters purfe. 
1 Sowhen he opens his purfe to giue vs ourreward, 
Thy confcience flyes out. 
2 Let it go, ther’s few or none will entertaine it, 


1 Howifit cometo thee againe ? 
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The Tragedie 
2 We not meddle with it, it isa dangerous thing, 
Ie makes a man a coward. A man cannot fteale, 
Butit accufeth him, he canaot fteale but it checks him : 
He cannot lie with hisneighbrs wife but it decects 
Him. Icis abluthing fhamefalt {pirit that mutinies 
Ina mans bofome: it fils one full of obftacles, 
It made me once reftore a piece of gold that I found, 
Tt beggers any man that keepes it: it is turnd out of all 
Townes and Cities for a dangerous thing,and eucry 
Man that meanes to liue well, endeuours to truft 
To himfelfe, and to liue without it. 
1 Zounds, it is euennow at my elbow perfwading me. 
Notto kill the Duke, 
2 Take the deuillinthy minde,and beleeue him nor, 
He would infinuate with thee to make thee figh. 
1 Tut, J am {trong in fraud, he cannot preuaile with me, 
I warrant thee. 
2 Spoke like a tall fellow that refpects his reputation, 
Come fhall we to this 
1 Take him ouer the coftard with the hilts of my fword, 
And thea we will chop him in the Malmfey-but in the next 
2: Oh, excellent deuice, make afcoope of him. (roome. 
t Harke, heftirs, fhall I trike? : 
2 No, firftletsreafon withhim. Cla, awaketh, 
Cla, Where art thou Keeper, giue mea cup of wine, 
1 Youfhall haue wine enough, my Lo. anon, 
Cla. 1n Gods name, what art thou? 
2 A man,as you arte, 
Cé/«. But not as 1am, royall. 
2 Nor youas weare, loyal. 
(4. Thy voyceis thunder, but thy lookes are humble. 
a My voycets now the kings, my lookes mine owne, 
Cia, How datkely and how deadly dooft thoufpake? 
Tell me who are you. wherefore come you hither ? 
Am, To,%o, to. 
(4. To muither me? Am 1, 
(74. Youfcarcely haue the heartsto tell mefo, 
And therefore cannot haue the hearts to do it. 
Wherein my friendshaueZ offended you? 
1 Offend 
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1 Offended vs you haue nor, but the King, 
Cla, I {hall be reconcild to him againe. 
2 Neuer my Lo, therefore prepareto die. 
€/a.Are you cald forth from out.a world of men 
To flay the innocent? what is my offence? 
Wherc ate the euidence to accufe me? 
What lawfull queft have giuen their verdict vp 
Vito the frowning iudge, or who pronounft 
The bitter fentence of poore Clarence death, 
Before 7be conuidl by courfe of law? 
To threaten me with death is moft valawfull : 
T charge youas you hope to haue redemption, 
By Chiifts deare blood fhed for our greeuous fins 
T hat you depart and lay no hands on me, 
The deede you vnderrake is. damnable, 
I What we will do, we do vpon comma 
2 And he ehat hath commandedis the king. 
C/a, Erronious Vaflaile,the great King of Kings, 
Hathin his Tables of his Law commanded, 
That thou thalt do no murther, and wilt thou then 
Spurne at his edi, and fulfill a mans? 
Take heede, for he holds vengeance in his hands, 
To harle vpon their heads that breake his Law. 
2 And that fame vengeance doth he throw on thee, 
For falfe forfwearing and for mudet too : 
Thou didft receme the holy Sacrament 
To bene in quarrel of the houfe of Lancafler, 
1 And like a traitor eo the name of Gad, 
Didft breake that vow and with thy trecherous blade, 
Voripft the bowels of thy foueraignes fonne. 
2 Whom thou wert fworneto cherifh and defend. 
1 How canft thou wrge Gods dreadful lawto vss 
When thou haft broke it in fo deare degree 2 
Cla, Alas, for whofe fake did [that ill deed? 
For Edward, for my brother, for his fake: 
Why firs, he fends ye not to raurder me for thiss 
For inthis finne he is as. deepeas I. 
God willbe reuenged for this deede, 
Takenot the quarrel] fom PP powerfullarme, 
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The Tragedie 
He needs noindireét nor lawfull courfe, 
To cut off thofe that have offended him. 
i Whomadethee then a bloody minifter, 
When gallant (pring, braue Plantagenet, 
That Princely Nouice was ftrooke dead by thee? 
Cla, My brothers loue,the Deuill, and my rage, 
1 Thy brothers loue,the deuill,and thy faule, 
Haue brought vs hither now to murther thee. 
Cia, Oh, if you loue my brother,hate not me; 
1 am his brother, and I love him well: 
If yoube hirde for need,go backe againe, 
And I will fend you to my brother Glocefter, 
Whowwill reward you better for my life, 
Then Edward will for tydings of my death, 
2 You are deceiu’d yout brother Glocefter hates you. 
Cla. Oh no, he loues meand he holds me deare, 
Go you to him from me. 
An, 1 fo we will. : . 
Céa. Tell him,when that our Princely father Yorke, 
Bleft his three fonnes with his viorious arme: 
And chargd vs from his foule ¢o lou each other, 
He little thought of this diuided friendthip. 
Bid Glocefter thinke of this and he will weepe. 
em, 1; milftones, as he leflond vsto weepe. 
Cla. O,do not flandet him for he is kinde, 
1 Right, as {now in hatueft, thou deceiuft thy felfe, 
Tishethat fent vshither now to murder thee, 
C/a-l¢ cannot be: for when I parted with him, 
He hugd me in his armes, and {wore with fobs, 
That he would labour my deliuerie. 
2 Why (0 he doth, now he deliuers thee 
From this worlds thraldome: to the ioyes of heaven. 
1 Make peace with God,foryou muft die my Lord. 
Cva, Haft thou that holy feelinginthyfoule, 
Tocounfell meto make my peace with God, 
Andartthou yer to thy owne foule fo blind, 
That thou wilt war with God for murdering me? 
Ah fics, confider he chat fee youon 
Todothis deede, will hate you for this deede, 
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2 What fhall we do? : 
Céa. Relent and faue your foules. 
1 Relent,tis cowatdly and-womanifh. 
Céa, Not to relenr,is beaftly,fauaze,and diuellith, 
My friend,I {pie fome pitti in thy lookes : 3 
Oh if thy eye be not a flatterer, 
Come thou on my fide and entreate for me: 
A begging Prince,what begger pitties not? shy 
t Ichus,and thus: if this will notferue, He fabs bins, 
Ile chop thee in the malmefey But in the next roome. 
2 Abloudie deed,and defperately performd, 
How faine like Pilate would I wath my hand, 
Of this moft gricuous guiltie murder done. 
i Why doeft thou not helpe me? 
By heauetts the Duke fhali know how flacke chou are, 
2 I would he knew that I had faued his brother, 
Take thou the fee,and tell him what I fay, 
For I repent me that the Duke is flaine. Exit, 
I Sodonot J,20e coward as thou art: 
Now muft [hide hisbody in fome hole, 
Vaniill the Duke take order for his buriall : 
And when! haue my meed I muft away, 
For this will out,and here I muft not flay. Exenut. 
Enter King, Queene,Hajflings, Riners,@c. 
King. So,now I hauedonea good dayes worke, 
You peeres continue this vnited league, 
YT euery day expett an Embaffage 
From my Redeemer,to redeeme me hence: 
And now in peace my foule fhall part ro heauen, 
Since I haue fet my friends at peace on earth: 
Riuers and Haftings,take each others hand, 
Diffemble not your hatred, {weare your love. g 
Ri. By heaucn my heart is purgd from grudging hate, 
And with my hand Heale my true hearts loue. 
Haft. Sothriue Las I fweare the hike. 
King, Take heedyoudally not before your king, 42 
Leaft he that is the fupreme King of Kings, 
Confound your hidden falfhood,and award 
Either of youto be the others end. . 
D 3 Heft. 
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The Tragedie 
Haft. So profper I,as I fweare perfee& loue. 

Rie, Andi, as 1 love Haftings with my heart. 

Kin, Madam, your felfe are not exempt in this, 
Nor your fonne Dorfee,Buckingham,nor you, 
You haue bene fattious one aganftthe others 
Wife,love Lord Haftings,let him kiffe your hand, 
And what you do,do it vnfainedly : : 

Qu. Here Haftings,! wilneuer more remember 
Our former hatred,fo thriue I and mine. 

Dor, Thus enterchange of loue, I here proteft, 
Vpon my part fhallbe vnuiolable. 

Ha, And folweare 1 my Lord. 

Kin, Nowprincely Buckingham feale thou this league, 
With thy embracements to my wiues allies, 
And make me happie in yout vnitie, 

Buc, When ever Buckingham doth turne his hate 
On you,or yours,but with all dutious love 
Doth cherith you and yours,God punifh me 
With hate,in thofe where I expe& moft loue, 

When I haue moft need to imploy a friend, - 
And moft afured that he is a friend, 
Deepe,hollow,trecherous,and full of guile 
Behevatome, This do I beggeofGod, 
When I am coldin zeale to youor yours, 

Kin. A pleafing cordiall princely Buckingham, 
Isthisthy vowe vnto my fickly heart: 

There wanteth now our brother Glofter here, 
To make the perfect period of this peace. 
Enter Glocefter. 

Buc. Andin good time;here comes the noble Duke, 

Glo, Oood morrow to my foucraigne king znd queene, 
And princely peeres, a happie time of day, 

Kin, Happie indeed,as we haue fpent the day : 
Brother, we have done deeds of charitie 
Made peace of enmitie,faire loue of hate, 

Betweenc thefe (welling wrong incenfed Peeres, 

Gt, A bleffed labour molt foucraigne tiege, 
Amongft this princely heape. ifany here 
Bytatte intelligence,or wrong furmife, 


Hold 
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Hold mea foe,ifI vnwittingly, orin my rage, 
Haue ought committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this prefence,I defire 
Toreconcile meto his friendly peace, 
T’s death to me to be at enmitie. 
Thate it,and defire all good mens loue. 
Firft Madame,I intreat peace of you, 
Which | will purchafe with my dutious feruice, 
Of you my noble confen Buckingham, 
If ever any grudge were lodg’d betweene vs, 
Of you Lord Rivers,and Lord Gray of you, 
That all without defere haue frowndon me, 
Dukes,Earles,Lords,gentlemen,in deed of all : 
I do not know that Englifh man alive, 
With whom my foule is any iotte at oddes, 
- More then the infant thatisbormmetonight : 
I thanke my God for my humilitie. 
2x. Aholy day thall thisbe kept hereafter, 
T would to God all {trifes werewell compounded, 
My foueraigne liege I do befeech your maieftie. 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace, 
Géo, Why Madame,haue I offred loue for this, 
Tobe thus {corned in this royall prefence 2 
Who knowes not that the noble Duke is dead? 
You do him iniury to fcorne his courfe, 
Ri, Who knowes not he is deadg who knowes heis? 
Qu. All feeing heauen,what a world isthis 2 
Buc. Looke I fo ee Lord Dorfet as the reft ? 
Dor, I my good Lord, and no one in this prefence, 
But hisred colour hath forfooke his cheekes, 
Kin, 1s Clarence dead,the order wasreuerft, 
Gv, Buthe(poore foule)by your firlt order died, 
And that a winged Mercury did beare, 
Some tardie cripple bore the countermaund, 
That came too lagge to fee him buried : 
God graunt that ome leffe noble,and lefle Joyall, 
Nearer in bloudie thoughts, but notin blood : 
Deferve not worfe then wretched Clarence did, 
And yet goe currant from fulpition, Enter Datbie. 
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Dar. A boone (my foueraigne) for my feruice done, 
26 Kin, ] pray thee peace,my fouleis full of forrow, 


Dar. Vwillnot rife vnlefle your highneffe graunt. 
Kin, Then {peake at once what is it shou demaundft ? 
The forfeit (foueraigne)of my feruants life, 
100 Who flew today a ryotous gentleman, 
Lately attendant on the Duke ot Norffolke. 
Kin. Have latonguetodoome my brothers death, 
And thall thefame giue pardontoa flaue2 
104 My brother flew no man,his fault was thought, 
And yet his punifhment was cruell death, 
Who fued to me for him? who in my rage, 
Kneeld at my feete,and bad me be aduifde? 
708 Who {pake of brotherhood ? who of loue? 
Who told mehow the poore foule did forfake 
The mightie Warwicke,and did fight for me ¢ 
Whotold me inthe field by Teuxburie, 
2 When Oxford had me downe,he refcued me, 
And faid ,deare brother,liue and bea king 2 
Who told me when we both lay inthefield, © 
Frozen almoft to deathshow he did lappe me, 
6 Euen in his owne garments, and gave himfelfe 
Allthinand naked to the numb cold night? 
All this from my remembrance brutith wrath 
Sinfully pluckt,and not aman of you 
720 Had fo much grace to put it in my minde. 
But when your carters,or your waighting vaflailes 
Haue done a drunken flaughter,and defafte 
The precious [mage of our deare Redeemer, 
124 You ftraightareon yout knees for pardon,pardon, 
AndI vniuftly too,muft grauntit you: 
But for my brother,not a maft would {peake, 
Nar J (vngsacious) fpeake vnto my felfe, 
728 For him,poorefoule: The proudeft of youall 
Haue bene beholding to him in his life, 
Yet none of you would once plead for his life: 
Oh God, I feare thy iuftice will take holde 
On me, and you,and mine,and yours for this, (Exit. 


Come Haftings,helpe me to my clofet, oh poore Clarence, 
Gio, 
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Gio, Thisis the fruite of rawnes : marke younot 

How that the guiltie kindred of the Queene, 
Lookt pale when they did heare of Clarence death, 
Oh, they did vrge ie {till vnto the King , 
God will revenge it. Bue come lets in 
To comfort Edward with our company. Exeunt, 

_ Enter Dutches of Yorke with Clarerce children, 

Boy. Tell me good Granam, is our father dead? 

Dut.No boy. _ (breaftz 

Boy. Why do you wring your hands and beat your 
And crie, Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne ? 

Girle, Why do you looke on vs and fhake your head? 
And call vs wretches,Orphanes, caftawayes, ! 
If that our noble father be aliue? 

Dat. My preetic Cofens,you miftske me much, 

TF do lament the fickneffe ofthe King : 

As loath to loofe him, not your fathers death: 

Jt were loft labour to weepe for one that’s loft. 
Boy, Then Granam you conclude that he is dead, 

The King my Vacleistoo blame for this: 

God will reuenge it, whom I willimportune 

With dayly prayers alltothat effect. 

Dut. Peace children peace, the King doth loue you well, 

Incapable and thallow innocents, 
You cannot gefle who caufde your fathers death. 
Boy. Granam, we can : for my good Vacle Glocefter 
Told me, the King provoked by the Queene, 
Deuif'd impeachments to imprifon him. 
And when he told mefohe wept, 
And hued me in his arme,and kindly kift my cheeley 
And bad me relic.on himason my father, 
And he wold louc me dearely as his childe. 

Dut. Oh that deceit fhould fteale fuch gentle thapes, 
And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile, 

Heis my fonne,yea, and therein my fhame : 
Yee from my dugs he drew nos this deceit. 

Boy. Thinke youmy Vacle did diffemble, Granam? 

Dat, iBoy. se) 

Boy.I cannot thitnke itsharke, what noile is this? 
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Enter the Queene. 

Qu. Wh who fhall hinder me to waile and weepe? 
Tochide my fortune,and torment my felfe? 
Ne ioyne with blacke difpaire againft my foule, 
And tomy {elfe become an enemie. 

Dat, What meanes this {ceane of rudeimpatience? 

2, Tomake anaé oftragicke violence. 
Edward,my Lord,your fonne ourking tsdead. 
Why grow the branches,now the roote is withred 2 
Why wither not the leaues, the fap being gone? _ 
If you will liae,lament:ifdie,bebriefe: 
That our {wife winged foules may catch the kings, 
Or like obedient {ubieéts, follow bim 
To hisnew kingdome of perpetuall reft. 

Dut. Ahfo much intereft haue linthy forrows 
AsIhad title in thy noble husband : 
1 haue bewepta worthy husbands death, 
And liw’d by looking on his images, 
But now two mirrorsof his princely femblance, 
Are crackt in peeces by malignant death: 
And I for comfort have but one falfeglaffe, 
Which greeucsme when I fee my fhamein him. 
Thou art a widow,yet thou art amother, 
And halt the comfort of rhy children Jefe thee : 
But death hath {natcht my children from mine armes, 
And pluckt two crutches from my feeble limmes, 
Edward and Clarence, Oh what caufe haue I 
‘Then, being bur moitie of my griefe, 
To ouergo thy plaintsand drownethy cries? 

Boy. Good Aunt, you wept not for our fathersdeaths 
How can we aide you with our kindredsteares2 

Gerl. Qur fatherlefle diftre{fe was left vnmoand, 
Your widowes dolourslikewife be vnwept. 
_ Qu, Giueme no helpe in lamentation, 
Tamnot barren to bring forth laments. 
All fprings reduce their currents to mine eies, 
That I being gouetnd by the watry moane, 
May fend forth plenteous tearesto drowne the world: 
Oh for my husband,for my heireLo, Edward, 

Ambo. 
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Ambo, Oh for our father, for our deare Lo, Clarence, 
Dat. Alas for both,both mine Edward and Clarence. 
Qu. What ftaie had I but Edward,and he is gone ? 
em. What ftaic had we but Clarence,and he is gone? 
‘Dut, What ftaies had I but they,and they are gone? 
24. Wasneucr widow,had fo deare a loffe. 
4m, Waseuer Orphanes had a dearer loffe? 
Dat. Was ever mother had a dearer lofle? 

Alas, lamthe mother of ehefe mones, 

Their woes are parceld, mine are generall ; 

She for Edward weepes,and fo dot: 

I fora Clarence weepe,fo doth not fhe: 

Thele babes for Clarence weepe,and dol: 

I for an Edward weepe,and fo dothey. 

Alas, you three on me threefold diftreft. 

Powre all your teares,I am your forrowes nurfe, 

And I will pamper iz with lamentations. Enter Gloffer, 
G/Madam haue comfort, all of vs haue caule with others. 

To waile the dimming of our fhining ftarre: 

But none can cure their harmes by wailing them. 

Madame my mother, | do cry you mercies. 

I did not fee your graceshumbly on my knee 

Teraue your bleffing. 
Dut. God bleffe thee and put meeknes in thy minde, 

Loue,charitie,obedience, and true dutie. 
Glo, Amenand make me diea good old man. 

Thats the butt end of my mothers bleffing: 

J maruell why her grace did leaue it out? 
Buck, Youcloudy princes,and hart forrowing peeres, 

That beare this mutual! heauie load of moane, 

Now cheare eachother, in each others loues 

Though we haue {pent our harueft for this king, 

Weare toreapethe haruefl of his fonne« 

The broken rancour of yout high fwolne hearts, 

But lately {plinced,knit,and ioynd together, 

Muft greatly be preferw’d cherifhe,and kept. 

Mefeemeth good that with fomelittle traine, 

Forthwith from Ludlowthe yong prince be fetcht 

Hither toLondon,tobe crownd pu king, 
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Gt, Thenbe it fo: and go we to determine 
Whothey thall be that ftraight fhall poft to Ludlow. 
Madaine, and you my mother, will you go, 
To giue your cenfuresin this waightie bufineffe. 
Anf,Withall our hearts. Exennt. manet Glo.Buck, 
Buck, My Lord, whe euer iourneyes to the Prince 2 
For Gods fake let not vs two be behinde « 
For by the way Ile fort occafion, 
As index to the ftoriewe lately taike off, 
To part the Queenes proude kindted fromthe King, 
Glo. My other felfe, my counfels confiftorie, 
My Oracle,my Prophet, my deare Cofen: 
Tlike a childe.will go by thy direftion : 
Towards Ludlow then, for we will nor ftay behinde. Exit, 
Enter txvo Citizens. 
1 Cit. Neighbour well met, whither away fofaft? 
2 (i. I promife you,| fearcely know my felfe. 
I Heare you the newes abroad ? 
2 Ithat the King is dead. 
1 Bad newes birlady, feldome comes the berter, 
Tfeare,! fear, twill prooue atroublefome world. Exter a- 
3 Cit,Good morrow neighbours, wether Cit, 
Doth thisnewes holdof goodKing Edwards deathe 
1 It doth, 3 Then mafters looke tofee atroublous world. 
1 No,no,by Gods grace his fonne fhallraigne. 
3 Wotothat land thats pouernd by achilde. 
2 Inhim there isa hope of gouernment,. 
That in his nanage, counfel] ynder him, 
And in his full and ripened yeeres himfelfe, 
No doubt fhall then,and till then gouerne well. 
1 So flood the {tate when Harry the fixt 
Was crownd at Paris, but at nine moneths olde. 
3 Stood the {tate (02 no gaod my Ffiend not fo, 
For then this land was famoufly enricht 
With politike graue counfell: then the King 
Had vertuous V ncles to prorcét his Grace, 
2 So hath this,both by the father and mother. 
3 Betterit were they all came by the father, 
Or by the father there were none atall: 
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For emulation now, who shall be neareft, 
Which touch vs all t00 neare if God prevent not. 
Oh full of danger is the Duke of Glocefter, 
And the Queenes kindred hautie and pronde, 
And were they to be rulde,and not to tule, 
This fickly land might olace as before, 
2 Come,come,we feare the woorft,all fhall be well, 
3 When clouds appeare, wife men put on theircloakes. 
When great leaues fall, the winteris at hand : 
When the fin fets,who doth not looke for night? 
Vatimely formes make men expegt adearth: 
All may be well : but if God fortit fo, 
Tis more then we deferue or I exped. 
x Trusly the foules of men are full of dread: 
Yecannot almoft reafon with aman 
Thar lookes not heauily and full of feare. 
3 Beforethetimes ofchange.ftillis it fo : 
By adiuine inftin& mens mindes miftruft 
Enfuing dangers,as by proofe we [ce, 
The waters iwell befare aboyftrons ftorme: 
But leauc it all to God: whither away? 
2 Weare fem for to the Iuftce. 
3 And fo was J, Ue beare you companie. Exeunt, 
Emer Cardinatl, Datches of Yorke, Qu. yong Torke. 
Car Laft nightJ heard they lay at Northhampron, 
At Stoniftratford will they bero night, | 
To morrow or next day they will be tere, 
Dut.| long with all my heart tofeethe Prince, 
T hope he is much growen fince aft 7 faw him. 
De. But I heareno,they fay my formeof York 
Hath almoft ouertane him in his growth, 
Tor. 1 mother, but J would not haue it fo, 
Dat. Why my yong Confinis isgood fo prow. 
Yor. Granam, onenight as we did fic at (upper, 
My Vocle Rivers talkthow I did grow 
More then my brothet. I quoth my Viele Clo. 
Simall hearbs hauc gsace,great weeds grow twee 
And fince me thinkes I would not grow fo falt, 
Becaufe (weete flowers are ps and weedes make Lhe 
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Dut, Good fith.good faith: the faying did not hold, 
In him that did obieét the fame to thee : 
He was the wretchedft thing when he was yong, 
Solong a growing and fo leifirely, 
Thar ifthis were arufe, he fhould be gracious, 

(ar, Why Madame, fo no doubt he is. 

Dut. 1 hope fo toa, but yet let mothers doubt. 

Yor, Now by my troth if I had beenc remembred, 
Icould have giuen my Vieles Grace a flour, (mine. 
That fhould haue neerer coucht his growth thes he did 

Dut, How my prettic Yorke? I pray thee le¢ mee heare it. 

Tor, Marry they fay, that my Vacle grewfo falt, 

That hecould gnawacruft at two houres hold 
Twas ful two yeeres ece I could get a tooth. 
Granam this would haue beenea prettie ieft, 
Dut.\ pray thee prettie Yorke,who told thee fo? 
Yor, Granam; his Nurfe. 
_ Dut, Why, the was dead ere thou wert borne. 

Yor. lftwere not fhe, I cannot tell who told me, 

22. A perilous boy : go too: you atetoo fhrewd, 

Car, Good Madame be not angry with the child. 

Lu. Pitchers haue eates. Enter Dorfet. 

Car. Here comes your fonne, Lord Marques Dorfery 
What newes Lord Marques? . 

Dor, Such newes,tny Lord, as gtieves me to vnfold. 

Qu. How faresthe Prince? 

Der, Well, Madame,and in health. 

Dest, What is the newesthen? . 

Dor. Lord Riuers, and Lord Gray, are fent to Pomfret, 
With them, Sir Thomas Vaughan, prifoners, 

Dut. Who hath commited them? 

Dor, The mightie Dukes, Glocefter and Buckingham, — 

Car. For what offence? - 

Dor, Thefumme of alt U can, [ hawe difclofed : 
Why; or for what thefe Nobles were committed, 
Is all ynknowne to me,my gracious Lady. 

Qu, Ay me, I fee the downefall of our houfe, 
The Tyger now hath ceazd the gentle Hinde : 
Infulting tyranny begins to iet, 
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Voon the innocent and lawleffe throane: 
Welcomedeftruction, death and maflacre. 
J fee as in a Mappe the end of al}. 

Dit, Accurfed and vnquiet wrangling dayes, 
How many of youhaue minceyesbeheld2 
My hasband loft his life to get the crowne; 

And often vp and downe my fonnes were toft, 

For me toioy and weepe thet gaineandloffe, 

And being feated,and domefticke broyles 

Cleane ouerblown,themfelues the conquerours; 

Make war vpon themfelues,blood againft blood 

Selfe againit felfe, O prepofterous 

And franticke outrage,end thy damned fpleene, 

Or Jet me die to looke on death no more, 
2.Come,come, my boy, we will te Sanctuarie, 
Det. Ile go along with you, 

Qu, Youhsue no caule. 

Car. My Gracious Ladie, go. 

And thither beare your treafure and your goods, 
For my part, [le refigne vnto your Grace, 

The Seale I keepe, and fo betide to me, 

As well I tender you, and all of yours : 


Come, [fe conduét you to the fanétuarie. Excunt, 
The Trumpets found, Enter yong Prince,the Dukes of 
Gloccher,and Buckingham, Cardinall,coe. (ber. 


Buc. Welcome (weete Prince toLondon to your cham- 

Glo, Welcome deare Cofen my thoughts foucraigne. 
The wearie way hathmade you melancholie, . 

Prin. No Vucle,but our croffes on the way, 
Haue made it tedious, weatifome,and heauie: 
I want more Vneleshere to welcome me, 

Glo, Sweet Prince,the yotainted vertue of your yeeres, 

Hath not yet diued into the worlds deceit 
Wor more can you diftinguifh of aman, - 
Then ofhis outward fhew, which God he knowes, 
Seldome or neuer iumpeth with the heart, 
Thofe Vneles which you want, were dangerous, 
Your Grace attended totheir fugred words, 
But lookt not onthe poyfon of their hearts: 


God 
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God keepe you fromsthem,and from {uch falfe friends. 
Prin. Godkeepe me from falfe friends, but they were none, 
Go, My Lord, the Maior of Londoncomes to greete you. 
Enter Lord Maser, . 
Lo,44,God blefle your Grace,with health and happy daies : 
Prin, chanke you good my L. and thanke youall: 
Ithought my motherand my brother Yorke, 
Would long ere this haue met vson the way : 
Fie, what a flug is Haftings that he comes not 
To tell vswhether they will come or no. Enter L. Ha, 
Buck, And in good time heere comes the {wearing Lord. 
Pria. Welcome my L. what, will our mother come? 
Haft.Qn what occafion God he knowes not I: 
The Queene your mother, and your brother Yorke 
Hauc taken San@tuarie: The tender Prince 
Would faine come with me to meete your Grace, 
But by his mother was perforce withheld. 
Buc, Fie, what an indire€t and peenith courfe 
Is chis of hexs? L.Cardinall will your Grace 
Perfwade the Queene thefend the Duke of Yorke 
Vnto his princely brother prefently ? 
If the dgnie, L, Haftingsgo with him, 
And from her iealous armes plucke him perforce. 
Car, My L.of Buckingham, if my weake oratorie 
Can from his mother winne to Duke of Yorke, 
Anon expeét hint heere 3 but if fhe be obdurate 
To milde entreaties, God forbid 
We fhould infringe the holy priviledge 
Of blefled SanQtuarie: not for alithis land, 
Would I be guiltie of (o great afinne. 
Buck. Youare too fenceleffe obftinare my L. 
Too ceremonious and traditionall. 
Weigh it but with the groffenefleof thisage, 
You breake not Santuariein feazing him: 
Thebenefit thereofis alwayes granted 
Tothofewhofe dealings haue deferued the place 
And thofe who haue the wittoclaime the place. 
This Prince hath neither claimed it, nor deferued ity - 
And therefore in mine opinion cannot haue it. es 
“pnen 
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Thentaking him from thence chat is not there, ree 
You breake no priviledge nor charter there: 
Oft haue I heard of fan€tuarie meng. 
But Sanétuarie children neuer till naw, Eo 
Car, My Lord,you fhall overrule my minde for once: 
Come on Lord Haftings, will you go with me? 
Haff, 1 go my Lord. Exi.Car. & Haft, 
Prt,Good Lords make all the {peedie halt you 60 
Szy Vncle Glocefter,if our brother come, (may. 
Where thall we foiourne till our Coronation? 
Glo.Where it think{t belt vinto your royal elfe. 
IfI my countel you fome day ottwo, ey 
Your highneffe thall repofe you at che Tower: 
Then where you pleafe & fhalbe thought moft fie 
For your belt health and recreation. 
“Pri 1 do notlike the Tower ofany place: 68 
Did Iulius Czier build chat place my Lord?” 
Buck, He did, my gracious L. begin that place, 
Which fince fucceding ages hauercedified, 
Prin, \sit vpon record, or els reported 12 
Succeffiuely from age to age he built it? | 
Buck, Vponrecord my gracious Lord. 
Prin But fay my Lord it were noc regiftred, 
Me thinkes the truth fhou!d lise from age to age, 76 
Astwere retaild to ail poftcritie, 
Euen to the generall ending day. 
Glo.So wife,fo yong,they fay do neuer live tong, 
Prin, What fay youVoele ? 80 
Glo, Lay, without Charagters fame liurs long: 
Thus hke the formall vice iniquitie, 
I moralize two meanings in one word, 
Prin, T bat Lulius Czefar was-a famous many - 84 
With what his vajour did enrich his wit, 
His wit fet downe to make his valour liue : 
Death makes no conqneft of his conquerour, 
For now he lives in fame, though not in life? te 
Tietell you what my Coufen Buckingham, 
Zack. What my gratious Lord? 
Pin. Andif i lus vatill af man, 7 
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The win our auncient right in France againe, 
Or dyeafouldier as Iliu'd a king. 7 
Glo, Short fommers lightly haue a forward fpring. 
Enter yon Yorke, Haflings, Cardinal. 
Buc. Nowin good time,herecomes the Duke of Yorke. 
Prin, Rich.of Yorkeshow fares our noble brother 2 
Yor. Well my deare Lo: fo muft I call you now, 
Prin, I brother to our griefe,as itis yours : 
Too late he died chat might haue kept that title, 
Which by his death hath loft much maieftie, 
Glo. How fares our coufen noble L.of Yorke? 
Yor. Ithanke yougentle vnele. O my Lord, 
You faid rhat Idle weeds are faft in growth: 
The Prince my brother hath outgrowne me farre. 
Glo, Hehathmy Lo: 
For, And thereforeishe idle? 
Glo, Oh my faire coufen,! muuft not fay fo. 
Yor, Then he is morebcholding to youthen I. 
Glo, He may command meas my foueraignes 
But you haue power in measin akinfman, 
Yor, eh you vnele giue me this dagger. _ 
Glo. My dagger little coufen , with all my heart. 
Prin, A bees ieciet ! 
Yor. Of my kind yncle that I know will giue, 
And being but a toys whichis no griefe to giue, 
Gl. A greater giftthen that, Ie gine my cofen, 
Yor, A greater gift? O thats the (word to ie. 
Gi, \genile cofen, were it light enough. 
Tor,.© than I fee youwil part bur with light gifts, 
In weightier things youle fay abegget nay. 
Gh. \tistoo weightic for your grace to weate. 
Yor. Iweighithightly were it heauier, 
lo, What would you haue my weapon litle Lord? 
or. | would that | might thanke you as asyou call me. 
Gh. How? Yor, Litles 
Prin. Py Lo: of ¥ otke will fill be croffe intalkes 
Vacie your grace knowes how to beare with him. 
Yor, Youmeane to beare me, no? to beare with me: 


‘Vuele, my brother mackes both you and me; 
Becanfe 
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Becaufe that Lam litle like an Ape, 
He thinkes that you fhould beare me on your fhoulders. 

Buc, With whata fharpe prouided wit he reafons, 
To mitrigate the fcorne he giue his vacle, 

He pretely and aptly taunts him(elfe : 
So cunning and fo yong is wonderfull, 

Glo, My Lo:wilt pleafe you pafle along ? 
My felfe and my good coufen Buckingham, 
Will eo your mother,to entreat of her 
To meet you atthe Tower,and welcome you. 

Yor, What will you goe vnto the tower my Lo? 

Prin, My Lord Prote&or will haue it fo. 

Yor, I thall not fleepein quiet at the Tower, 
Glo, Why,what fhould you feare? 
Yor. Mary my vacle Clarence angry ghoft: 

My Granamtolde me he was murdred there, 

Prin, Tfeareno vncles dead, 

Glo. Nornone that liue,| hope. 
Prin, Andifthey line, ] hope I need not feare, 
But come my L.with aheauie heart 
Thinking on them,goe I vnto the Tower. . 
Exeunt Prin,Y or. Hafl.Haft.Dorf.manet,Rith. Bute 

Bue. Thinke you my Lo: this litle prating Yorke, 
Was not incenfed by his fubtile mother, 

To taunt and fcorne youthus opprobrioufly ? 

Glo, Nodoubt,no doubt, Ohtis a perilous boy, 
Bold,quicke,ingenious,forwardycapable, 

He is ail the mothers, from the top to toe, 

Bac. Well let them reft : Come hicher Catesby, 
Thou art fworne asdeeply to effeét what we intend, 
As clofely to conceale what we impart, 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgde vpon the way: 
What thinkeft thou, is i¢ not an eafie matter 
To make William L. Haftings of our minde, 
For the inftalment of this noble Duke, 

In the feate royal! of this famous Ile2 

Catef, He for his fathers fake fo louesthe Psmce, 
That he will not be wonneto ought againfthim. 

Buc. What thinkelt pees of Stanley, what alam 
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Cat, Hewill do allin all as Haftings doth, 
Buck.Well, then no more but this : 

Go gentle Catesby,and as it were a farre off, 

Sound Lord Haftings how he ftands affe&ted 

Vato our purpofe, If he be willing, 

Encourage him, and fhew him all our reafons:- 

If he be leaden, Icie, cold, vawilling, 

Be thou fo too : and fo breake off your talke, 

And giue vs notice of his inclination, 

For we to morrow hold diuided counfels, 

Wherein chy felfe thale ng hly be employed. 

_ Glo, Commend me to Lord William, tell him Catesbys 

Hs ancient knot of dangerous aduerfaries 

‘Tomorrow arelet blood at Pomfret Caftle, 

And bid my friend for ioy of this good newes, 

Giue gentle Miftreffe Shore,one gentle kiffe the atore. 

Buck, Good Catesby effe& this bufineffe foundly, 

Cat. My good Lords both: with all the heed ] may. 

Glo. Shall we heare from you Catesby ere we fleepe? 
Cat. Y ou fhall my Lord. _ Exit Cateshy. 
Géo. At Crosby place, there fhall you find vs both, 

- Buck; Now my Lerd, what fhall wedo, if we perceiue 

William Lord Haftings will not yeeld to our complots? 
Glo. Chopoff hishead man, fomewhat we will do, 

Andlooke when I am King claime thou of me 

The Farledome. of Herford and the mooucables, 

Whereofthe King my brother ftood poffeft. 

Buc. lle claime that promife at your Graces hands, 
Glo. And loake to haucit yeelded with wilingueffr. 

Come let vs fup betimes, that afterwards 

Wemay digeft our complots in fome forme. Exeune, 

Enter ameff-nget to Lord Haftings. | 
Mef. Whatho my Lord, 
Haft, Who kaocks at the doore? 
Me: A meflenger fromthe L.Stanley. Enter L.Haff,. 
Haft, Whats aclocke? 
Mef, Vpon the ftroke of foure. 
Hast. Cannotthy maifter fleepe the teditous nights? 
Mef, Soit fhould fesme by that. haue to fay « 
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Firfl he commends him to your noble Lordfhip, 

Heft. And then, Adef- And then he fends you wordy 
He dreamt to night the Beare had rafte his helme : 
Befides he fayes, there are two councels held, 

And that may be determindat the one, 

Which may make you and him¢o rewat the other, 
Therefore he fends to know your Lorthips pleafure: 
If prefently you will take horfe with him, 

And with all {peed poft into the North, 

To fhun the danger that his foule diuines. 

Haft, Good fellow go, returne vnto thy Lord: 

Bid him not fearethe feparated councels : 

His Honour and my felfe are at the one, 

And at the other is my feruant Catesby: 

Where nothing can proceed that toucheth vs, 
Whereof I fhall not haue intelligence. 

Tell hirn his feares are thallow, wanting inftancie. 
Aind for his dreames,! wonder he is fo fond, 

To truft the mockerie of vnquier flumbers. 

To flye the Boare before the Boare purfue vs, 
Wereto incen(e the Boare to follow vs, 

And make purfuite where he did meane no chafe. 
Go,bid thy mafter rife and come to me, 

And we will both together tothe Tower, 
Where he fhall fee the Boare will vfe vs kindly. 

Mef: My gracious Lard, [le tell him what you fay. Exit. 

Enter Catesbyto L, Haftings, 

Cat. Many good morrowes to my noble Lord, 

Haft. Good morrow Catesby: you are early ftirrings 
What newes, what newes,in this our rortering fate? 

Cat, le isarecling world indeed my Lord, 

And { beleeuce twill neuer Nand vprighe 
Till Richard weare the Garland of the Realme, 

Haff. Who? weare the Garland? doeftrhou meane the 
Cat, I my good Lord, (Crowne? 
Haft.le hauethis crowne of mine,cut from my fhoulders 

Ere I will feethe Crowne (o foule mifplafte : 
But canft thou geffle that he doth ayme at it? 

(4, Vpon my life my L. and hopes to finde you forward 
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Vporhis party for the gaiue thereof, 
And thercupon he fends you this good newes, 
That this fame very day, your enemies, 
The kindred of the Queene mutt die at Pomfret, 
Haff, Indeed I amno mourner for that newesy 
Becaufe they haue beene {till mine enemies: 
But that [egiue my voyceon Richards fide, 
To barre my mafters heires in true difcent, 
God knowes |! will not do it tothe death. 
Cat, God keepe your Lordthip in that gracious minde,, 
Haft, But I thall laugh at this a tweluemonth hence, 
That they who brought me in my Maifters hate, 
I hueto looke vpontheir tragedie: 
Itelithe Catesby. (at, What my Lord? 
Haft, Erea fortnight make me elder, 
Ne fend {ome packing, that yet thinke not on it, 
Cat, Tisa vile thing to die my gracious Lord, 
When men are vnprepard and looke not for it, 
Haft,O monftrous,monftrours,and {0 fals it oue 
With Riuers, V aughan,Gray: and {0 ewill doo 
With fome men els,who thinke themfelues as fafe 
As thou, and I, who as thou knowft are deare 
To princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 
Cat. The Princes both make high account of you, 
For they account his head vpon the bridge. 
Haft. Know they do,and I haue welldeferuedi, 
Enter Lord Stanley, 
What my L. where is your Boare-fpeare man? 
Feare you the Boare and goe{o ynprouided ? 
Stan. My L, good morraw: good morrew Catesby + 
‘Youmay ieft on, but by the holy Roode, 
T do not like thefe feucrall councels Z 
Haj. My L.Z hold my life as deare asyou do yours, 
And neuer in my life Jdo proteft, 
Was it more precious tome then it isnows 
Thinke you bue that /know our ftatefecure, 
Iwouldbe fo tryumphane as Jam? 
Sta. The Lords at Pomftet when they rode fromLondon 
Wereiocund, and fuppofde their ftaces was (ure, Fee 
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And indeede had no caufe to miftmmft: 
But yet you fee how foone the day orecaft, 
This fudden {cab of rancorl mifdoube, 
Pray God,] fay,1 prove aneedlefle coward, 
But come my L, fhall we to the Tower? 
Hz. 1 go: but ftay: heare you not the newes? 
T his day thofe men you talke of, are beheaded, 
Sta, They for their truth might better weare theix heads, 
Then fome that haueaccufde them weare their hat: 
Bur come my L. let vs aways Exit L.Standley,G (ate 
Ha. Go you before, Ile follow prefently, 
| Enter Haftings a Purfivant. 
Haft. Well met Haftings, how goesthe world with thee? 
Pur. The berterthat it pleafe your good Lordfhip to ask, 
Haft. tell thee fellow,tis better withmenow, 
~ Then when I metthee laft where now we meete: 
Then was I going prifoner to the Tower, 
By the fuggeltionof the Queenes allies : 
Bur now I tell hee (keepestto thy felfe) 
This day thofe enemies are put to death, 
And | in better {tate then euer J was. 
Pur. God hold it to your Honours good content. 
Haft. Gramercy Haltings,hold {pend thou that, 
He giues him his purfe. 
Par. God {aue your Lordhip. Exit Pur, Enter aPrieft. 
Haft, What fir Iohn you are well met, 
Yam beholding tay ou for your faft dayes execife: 
Come the nei Ssbbethand Lwillicontent you. Hewhs/- 
Ener Buckingham. (pers in his eare. 
Buc. How now Lord Chamberlaine, what talking with a 


Your friends at Pomfret they do need the Prieft: (Prieft: 


Your Honour hath no fhriuing worke in hand, 
Haft,Good faith and when | met this holy many 
Thofe men you talke of; came into my minde:. 
What, g0 youto the Towermy Lord? 
Bue. I do; but long I thall not fay. 
Fthall returne before your Lordthip thence; 
Haft, Tis like enough, fox Tftay dinner there. 
Buc, Andfuppet too, although thou knowftit not? 
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Come fhall we goe sg Exeunt, 
Enter Sir Richard Ratiiffe , with the Lord Riaers, 
Gray, and Vaughan, prifoners. 
Rat. Come bring forth the prifoners. . 
Rin. Sit Richard Rathffegler me tell thee this: 
Today thalt thoubehold a fubic& die, . 
For ruth, for dutie,and for loyaltie. - 
Gray, God keepe the prince from all the pack of you: 
A knot you ate of damned blocd fuckers. ; 
Ris. O Pomfret,Pomfter,Oh thou bloudie prifons 
Fatall and. dominious to noble Peeres : 
Within the guiltie clofure of thy walles 
Richard the fecond here was hacke to death: 
And for more flaunder to thy difmall foule, 
We give thee vp our guiltlefle blouds to drinke. 
Grey. Now Margaretscurfe is falne vpon our heads, 
For {landing by, when Richard {tabd ber fonne, 
Ri. Thencurlt the Haftings,then curft the Buckingham, 
Theo curft the Richard.Oh rememberGod, 
To heare her prayers for themas now for vs, 
And for my fiftersand her princely fonne: 
Be fatisfied deare God with our true blouds, 
Which as thou knoweft vniuftly mult be fpilt. 
Rat, Come,comesdifpatch, the limit of your lives is out. 
Ria, Come Gray,come Vaughan,let vsall imbrace — 
And take our leaue, vntill we meetein heauen. Exenat, 
Ester the Lords ta coun/ell. 
Haft. My Lords.at once, the caule why we are mets 
Istodetermineofthe coronation, _ 
Jn Gods name fay when is this royall day2 
Bac. Are allehings fitting for chat royall time? 
Dar, Ieis,and let but nomination.: 
Bifo: To morrow then, I guefle a happie time. 
Bac. Whoknowes the Lord Prote&tors minde herein ? 
Whois moft inward with the noble Duke? (his mind. 
Bi, Why you my Lo: me thinks you fhould fooneft know 
Buc. Who I my Lord? we know each others faces: 
But for our hearts,he knowes no more of mine, 
Then f of yours :nor I no more of his,then you of a) ri 
or 
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Lor, Flaftings,you and he are neare in loue. | 
Heft. I thanke his grace, I know he loues me well: 
But for his purpofe in the coronation 
I have not founded him,nor he deliuerd 
His graces pleafure any way therein: 
But you my L.may name the time, 
And inthe Dukes behalfe ile ciue my voice, 
Which I prefume he will rake in gentle part, 
Bio. Now in good time here comes the Duke himfelfe, 
Enter Glofter. 
Ga, My noble L. and coufens all good morrow, 
Thaue benc long a fleeper,but now /hope 
My abfence doth negleé& no great defignes, 
Which by my prefence might haue bene concluded. 
- Buc, Had not you come vpon your kew my Lord, 
William L Haftings had now pronounft your part ¢ 
J meane your voice for crowning of the king, 
Glo. Then my L.Haftings,no man betes 2 bolder, 
Fis Lordfinp knowes me well, and loves me well, 
Heft, 7 thanke your grace, 
Gh. My } Be of Elie, 
Bis. My Lord. 
Gh. When /was laft in Holborne, 
Tfawe good ftrawberries in your garden there, 
Ido beleech you fend for fomeof them, 
Bifa, 1 goe my Lord. | 
Go, Coufen Buckingham,a word with yous 
Catesby hath founded Haftings in our bulineffe, 
And findes che tefty gentleman fohote,. 
Ashe will loofe his head ere gime confent, 
His maifters fonnc as worftipfull he termes it, 
Shall loofe the royaltte of Englands throane, 
Bac. Withdraw youhence my L.[le follow you. Zx.G#, 
Dar, We haue not yet fet downe this day of riumph, 
To mortowin mine opinion is toofoone: 
For I my felfe am not fo weil prouided 
Aselfe £ wouldbe were the day prolonged. ; 
Enter the Bifhop of Eke. (berries. 
Bi. Whereismy Bay sched hauc fent for thele ftraw- 
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The Tragedie 
Haft. His Grace lookes cheerfully and fmooth to day, 
Theres fome conceit or other likes him well, 
‘When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirit, 
I thinke thereis never a man in Chiftendome, 
That can leffer hide his loue or hate then he: 
For by his face {traight fhall you kaow hisheart. 
Dar, What of bis heart percemte you in his face, 
By any likelihood he fhewed today ? 
Haft. Mary,that withno man here heisoffended, 
For if he were,he would haue fhewen it in his face. 
Dar, I pray God he be nor, | fay, 
Exter Glofter. 
Gio. 1 pray you all,what do they deferue 
That doconfpire my death with diuellith ploss, 
Of damned witchcraft,and that haue preuaild 
Vpon my bodie with their hellifh charmes? 
Haft. The tender loue I beare your Grace my Lord, 
Makesne moft forward in this noble prefence, 
‘To doome the offenders whatfoeuer they.be: 
I fay my Lord they have deferued death, 
Glo. Thenbeyoureyes the witnefle of thisill, 
See how I am bewitcht, behold mine arme 
Is like ablafted fapling withered vp. 
T his is that Edwards wife,that monftrous witch, 
Conforted with that harlot {trumpet Shore, 
That by their witchcerafts thas haue marked me. 
Hait, If they have done this thing my gratious Lord. 
Gio, Tf, thou protector of this damned ftrumpet, 
Telft thou meof iffes2thou art a traitor. 
Off with his bead.Now by Saint Paul, 
T will not dine today I {weare, 
Vatilt [fee the fame, fome fee it dane: 
Thereft that louc me,comeandfollow me, Exeunst, manet 
Ha, Wo wo for England notawhit forme: Casvith Haft, 
For I too fond might baue preuented this: | 
Stanley did dreame the boare did race his helme, 
Rut I difdaind it,and did {eorne to flic, 
Three times to day my footecloth horfe did ftumble, 
Andiftartled whenhe lookt vpon the Tower, 
| As 


of Richard the third, 
As loth to beare me to the flaughter-houfe, 
‘Oh,now I want the Prielt that fpake to me, 
I now repent | coldthe Purftuane, 
As twere triumphing at mine enemies, 
How they at Pomfret bloodily were butcherd, 
And I my felfe fecure in grace and fauour : 
Oh Margaret,Margaret: nowthy heauy curfe 
Is lighted on poore Haftings wretched head. 
Cat. Difpatch my Lozthe Duke would beat dinners 
Make a fhort fhrift, he longsto fee your head. 
Haft. O momentary flate of worldly men, 
Which we more hunt for,then for the grace of heauen: 
Who builds his hopes in aire of your fatre lookes, 
Lives like a drunken Sayler ona malt, 
Ready with euery nodto tumble downe 
Into the fatall bowels of the deepe, 
Come leade me to the blocke,beare him my head, 
They fmile at me,that fhortly fhallbedead. Exennt, 
Enter Diske of Glafter and Buckingham in armor, 
Glo. Come cafen,canft thou quake & change thy colour ? 
Muither thy breath in middle of awords 
And then begin againe and ftop againe, 
As if thou-wert diftraught and mad with terror. 
Bac, Tut feare not me, 
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Icancounterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 

Speake.and looke backe, and pri¢ on every fides é 

Intending deepe fu‘pition,g altly lookes 8 

Are atmy ferurce likeinfcrced {miles, 

‘And both are readie in their offices 

To grace my ftratagems, Enup Maier, ae 

Geo. Here comes the Maior. | oS 

Buc. Let mealonceco entertaine him, L. Maior. Be 
Gh. Looketothe drawbridge there, 15 
Bac. Theteafon we haue fent for you, 18 
Glo, Caesby overlooke the walles, Se 
Bue, Harke, {heare a drumme. Be 
Gio. Looke backesdefend thee, here are encmies. 19 
Buc, God and ourinnecencie defend vs. 
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TheTragedie 
Enter Cateshy with Haftings bead, 

_ Cat. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 
The dangerous and vnfufpeéted Haftings, 

GloSo deare Llou’d the man,that I muft weepe: 
Trooke him for the plaineft harmelefle man, 
That breathed vpon this earth a Chriftian; 
Looke ye my Lord Maior: 

Made him my booke wherein my foule recorded. 
The Hiftotie of all her fecret thoughts : 

So ftmooth he daub’d his vice with fhew of vertue,. 
‘That his apparane open guile omitted: _ 

I meance his conuerfation with Shores wife, 
Helaid from all attainder offufpe&. —_—( traitor. 

Back, Well well, be was the couertft thelered 
That ever liu'd, would you haue imagined, 

Or almoft beleeue, wert not by great preferuatio 

Welle to tell ie you ? The fubtile traitor 

Had this day plotted in the counfell houfe, 

Tomurdetme,and my good Lord of Glocefter, 
Mayor. What, had he fo2 Soe 

Glo, What thinke ye weare Turks or Infidels, 
Or thar we would apainft the courfe of Law, 
Proceed thus rafhly co the villaines death, 

But char the extreame perill ofthe cafe, 
The peace of England, and our perfons fafetie 
Inforft vs to this execution? 

MaNow faire befall you,he deferued his death, 
And youmy good L. both,haue welll proceeded, 
To warne falfe traitors from the like attempts: 
Tnencr looke for better at bis hands, 

After he once fellin with Miflrefle Shore. 

C4, Yet had not we determined he fhould die, 
Vniill your Lordfhip came to fee his death, 
Which now the longing hafte of thefc our friends 
Somewhat againft our mcanitrg haue pruented, 
Becaufe my Lord, wee would haue had you heard 
The traitor {peake, and timeroufly confeffe 
T be manner,aad the purpofe of histreafon, 
That you might well hauc Ggnified the fame 
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| of Richard the third. 
Voto the Citizens, who happily may 
Mifconfter ys in him,and wayle his death. 
Ma, My good L, your Graces word thall ferue 
Aswellas I had feene or heard him {peake, 
And doubt you not right noble Princes both. 
But Ie acquaine your dutious Citizens 
With all your inft proceedings in this caufe. 
Glo. And tothat end we witht your Lorcfhip 
Toauoid the carping fenfures of the word.(here, 
_ Bac.But fince you came too jate of our intents, 
Yee witneffe what we did intend, and fo my Lord adue, 
Gio. After,after,Coufen Buckingham, Exit AZaior. 
The Maior towards Guild-hall hies him in all poft, 
There at your meerft aduantaze of the time, 
Inferre che bafterdy of Edwards children : 
Tell them how Edward put to death a Citizen, 
Only for {aying be would make his fonne 
Heire to the Crowne,meaning(indeed) his houfes - 
Which by the fizgne thereof was tearmed fo 
Moreouer,vrge his hateful luxurie, 
And beftiall appetite in change of luft, 
Which ftretched to their feruants daughters,wives, 
Euen where his luftfull eye,or fauage heart, 
Without coneroll lifted to make his prey: 
Nay foranced thus farre come neere my perfon, 
Telithem, when that my mother went with child 
Ofthae vnfatiate Edward, noble Yorke, 
My Princely father then had warres in France, 
And by iuft computation of the time 
Found, that the iffue was not his begot, 
Which well appeared in his lineaments, 
Being nothing like the noble Duke my father: 
But couch this fpasingly as it were farre off, 
Becaufe you know my Lord, my mother lives, 
Bue. Faree vot, my Lord, ile play the Orator, 
Asifthe golden fee for which I pleade 
Were for my felfe. 
Glo Tfyou thriue well, bring them to Baynards Caftle, 
‘Where you fhall finde me well accompanied an 
{f 


G 3 


IC 


54 


I2 


Ie 


20 


The Tragedie 
With reuerend fathers and well learned Bifhops. 
Buc. About three or foureaclocke looke to heare 
What newes Guild hall affordeth,and fo my L.farwell. 
Glo. Now will Lin to take fome priuie order Ex, Bue, 
To draw the Brats of Clarence out of fight, 
And to giue notice that no manner pee ; 
Atany time haue recourfe vito the Princes, Exit. 
Enter a Scrivener with a paper in bishand, 
Thisis the Indiétment of the good L. Haflings, 
Which ina fet hand fairely isengroff'd 
That it may be this day read oucr in Pauls: 
And marke how well the fequell hanestogether, 
Eleuen houres I fpenc to write it ouer, 
For yeftermigheby Catesby was it brought me, 
The prefident was full as long a dooing, 
And yet within thefe fue houres lived L-Haftings 
Votainted,vnexamined: free,at libertie: 
Here’s a good world the while. Why, who's fo grofle 
That {ees not this palpaple deuice? . 
Yet who fo blind but fayes he fees it not? 
Bad isthe world, and all will come to nought, 
When fuch bad dealing muft be feenein thought. Exit, 
Ener Glocefler at one doore Buckingham at another. 
Glo. How now my L. what fay the Citizens? 
Buc,Now by the holy mother of out Lord, 
The Citizens are mumme,and fpeake not a words 
Géo. Touche youshe Baftardy of Edwards children? 
Buc.J did: with the infaciate greedinelfe of his defircs, 
His tyranny for tnfles: his owne baftardy, 
As being got, your father then in France: 
Withall I didinferre your lienaments, 
Being the right Idea of your father, 
Both in one forme and noblenefle of minde. 
Laydopen all your victories in Scotland: 
Your Difcipliuein waste, wifedomin peace : 
Your bountie,vertue, faire hnmilitie: 
Indeed left nothing fitting for the purpofe 
Voroueh’e,or flieghtly handled in difcourle: 


: Aad when my Oratorie grew to end; 


of Richard the third. 
I bid them that loues their Countries goad, 
Cry, God faue Richard, Englands royall King. 
Gh. A, and did they fo? 
Buc, No fo God helpe me, 
But like dumbe {tatues or breathleffe tones, 
Gazde cach on other and lookt deadly pales. 
Which when IfawyI reprehendedthem? (lence? 
And askt the Mayor what meant this wilfull fi- 
Hisanfwere was,the people were not wont 
To be {poke too,but by the Recorder, 
Then he was vrgde to tell my tale againe: 
Thus faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferd? 
But nothing {pake in warrant ftom himéelfe : 
When he had done fome followers of mine owne 
At the lower end of the hall,burled vp their caps, 
And fometen voyces cryed,God faue King Richard - 
Thankes louing Citizens and friends quoth I, 
This generall applaufe and louing fhoute, 
Argues your wifedome and your loues to Richard: 
And fo brake offand came away, . 
Glo, What tongueleffe blocks were they would they not 
Buc.Noby mytroth my Lord. ({peakee 
Glo, Will not the Mayor then, and his brethren come? 
Buc. The Maioris heere: and intend fome feare, 
Be not {poken withall, but with mightie fure: 
And looke you get a prayer booke in your hand, 
And ftand betwixe two Church-men good inyLord, 
For on that ground Ile build a holy defcant : 
Be not eafie wonne to our requeft : 
Play the maydes past,fay no,but take ie. 

Glo, Feare not me, ifthou canft pleadeas well forthem, 
As I can fay nay to thee for my felfe, 

No doubt weele bring it to ahappy iffue, 

Bac. You thal fee what Ican do, get you vpto the leads,E. 
Now my Lord Mayor, | dance attendance here, 
Tthinkethe Duke will not be (poken withall. Enter Catesby, 
Here comes his feruant:how now Catesby what fayes he? 

Cat. My Lord he doth entreat your Grace 


To vifit himto morrow, or next day: 
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TL.vii. The Tragedie 
Heis within withtwo reverend Fathers, 
62 Dininely bent to meditation, : 
Andinno worldly fute would he bemou'd, 
Todraw him from his holy exercife. _ ; 
Buc. Returne good Catesby to thy Lord again, 
66 T ell him my felfe,the Maior and Citizens, 
In deepe defignes and matters of great momen, 
Noleffe importing (nee ourgenerallgood, 
Arecome to haue fome coference with his grace. 
70 Cat. Ue tell bim what you fay. my Lord. Ext. 
Bac. Aha my Lord,this prince isnot an Edward: 
His not lulling on aleaud day bed, 
But on his knees at meditation: 
74 No dallying with a brace of Curtizans, 
But meditating withtwodeepe Disines: 
Not Neeping to ingroffe hisidle body, 
But praying toinrich his watchful foule , 
78 Happy were England,would this gracious prince 
Take onhimfelfe the foueraigntie thereon, 
But ure I fearewe hall never winne him to it. 
Aid, Marry God forbid hisgrace thould fay vsnay. 
Enter Catesb 
82 Buc, 1 feare he will,how now Catesby, 
What fayes your Lord? 
Cat. My L.be wondertsto what end you haueaflembled 
Such troupes of Citizensto fj pone him, 
86 His pret not being warnd thereof before, 
My Lord, hefeares you meane no good to him. 
Bac, Sory lam my noble coufen fhould 
Sufpe€ me that I meaneno good to him. 
90 By heauen I comein perfeét louctohim, 
And fo ance more returne and tell his grate: Exit Catesby, 
Whenholy and devout religious men, 
Axe at their beads, tis hard tu deaw them thence, 
94 So fweet is zealous contemplation, 
Eater Rich. and two Evfbops aloft. 
Mavr, See where he ftands betweentwo Clergy mem 
Bue. Two propsof vertu for a Chriftian Prince, 
97 Toftay him from the fall of vanitie, 
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of Richard the third. 
Famous Plantagenet, moft eracious Prince, 
Lend fauourable cares to my requeft, 
And pardon vsthe interruption 
Of thy deuotion and right Chriftian zeale, 
Gl, My Lord,therenceds no fuch apologie, 
Trather do befeech you pardon me, 
Who earneft inthe feruice of my God, 
Negleét the vifitation of my friends: 
But leauing this, what is your Graces pleafure? 
Buc, Euenthat I hope which pleafeth God aboue, 
And all good men of this vngouerned Ile. 
Clo, Idofitpe&,Thaue done fome offence, 
That feemes difgratious in the Citieseyes, 
And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 
Bac, You haue my Lord: would it pleafe your Grace 
Acour entreaties to amend that fault, 
Glo. Elle wherfore breath 1 ina Chriltian land? 
Bac. Thenknow itis your fault that you refigne 
Thefupreame Seare, the Throne maielticall, 
The Sceprred office of your Aunceftors, 
The lineal! glory of your royall Houfe, 
To thecorruption of a blemifht ftocke: - 
Whileflin the mildeneffe of your fleepie thoughts, 
Which here we wakento our Countryes good: 
This noble Ile doth want his properlimbes, 
Hers face defac’e with {tars of infamie, . 
And almoft thouldredin this fwallowing gulph, 
Of blind forgetfulneffe and darke obliuion: 
Which to recure we heartily faheite 
Your Gracious felfeto take on youthe foueraigntie thereof, 
Not as Proteétor, Stweward,Subftitute, 
Nor lowly Faétor for an others gaine? 
But as fuceeffiuely ftom blocd to blood, 
Your right of birth,your Emperie,y our owne = 
For this conforted with the Citizens, 
Your worthipfulland very louing friends, 
And by their vehement infligation, 
In this inft fate come Tto lire your Grace. 
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Gio. Tknow not whether to deparein filence. 
Or bitterly to fpeake in your reproofe, 
Bett fiteeth my degree or your condition: 
Yourloue deferues my thankes,but my defert 
Vaumeritable fhunnes your high requeft, 
Firft ifall obftacles were cut away, 
And that my path were even to the crowne, 
Asmy right reuenewand due by birth, 
Yet fo muchis my pouertie of fpirit, 
So mightic and fo many my defeéts, 
As I had rather hide me from my greatneffe, 
Being a Barke to brookeno mightie fea, 
Then inmy greatnefle couet to be hid. 
Andinthe vapour of my glory fmothered: 
But God be thinked theres no need for me, 
And much I need to helpe you if need weres 
The royall tree hath left vs royall fruites 
Which mellowed by the ftealing houres of time, 
Will well become the feate of mateftie; 


And makeno doubt vs happieby his raiene, 
On him Hay what you would lay on me : 
The righe and fortune ofhis mere {tarres, 


Which God defend that I fhould wsing f6 him. 
Bac,My lord, this arguescdfcience in your grace, 

But the refpetts thereof are nice and triviall, 

All circumftances well confidered, 

You fay thar Edward is your brothers foone, 

So fay wetoo,buc not by Edwards wife: 

For firft he was contraét to Lady Lucy, 

Your mother liues,a witneffe to that vow, 

And afterward by fubftituce betrothed 

To Bona,fifter to the king of France, 

T hefe both putby a poore petitioner, 

A care-crazd mother of many children, 

A beauty-waining and dftreffed widowe, 

Euenin the afternoone of her beft dayes, 

Made prife and purchafeof hisluftfull eye, 

Seduc’s the pitch andheight of all histhoughts, 


of Richard the third. 
Tobafedeclenfionand loathd bigamie, 
By hers his vnlawfull bed he gots 
This €award,whom our maners terme the prince: 
More bitterly could I expoftulate, 
Saue that for reverence to fome aliue 
I giuea {paring limic tomy tongue: 
‘Then good my Lord, take to your royall felfe, 
This proffered benefit of dignitie: 
Tf nor to bleffe vs andthe land withall, 
Yet ro draw out your royall flocke, 
From the corruption of abufing time; 
Vato alinealiteue derived courfe, 
Mai. Dogoodmy Lord,your citizens entreat you, 
Cat, O makethem ioyfull,grane their lawfull fare, 
Gio. Alas,why would you heape thofe cares on me, 
TI am vofit for {tate and dignitie: 
Ido befeech you take ir noe amiffe, 
I cannot, nor I will not yeeld to you. 
Buc. If you refafe itas inloue and zeales 
Loth to depofe the childe your brothersfonne, 
Aswell we know your tendernefle ofheart, 
Andgentle kirid effeminateremorfes, 
Which we hauenoted in youto your kin, 
Andegally indeed to all eftates, 
Yet whether you accept our {ure or no, 
Your brothers fonne fhall neuer raigne our king, 
Bur we will plant fome other in the throne, 
Tothedifgrace and downfall of your houfe: 
And inthis refolution here weleaue yous. 
Come Citizens; zounds [le intreat no more, 
Cv. O do not fweare my Lordof Buckingham 
Cat. Callthem again, my Lord,and accept their fute, 
Ano. Do, good my Lord, leaft all che land do rew it. 
Glo, Would youenforce meto a world of care? 
Well, call ehem againe, fam not made offtones, 
But penetrable to your kind intreats, 
Albeit againft my confcienceand my foule. 
Cofen of Buckingham,and you ae Braue men, 


__ Since 


2I4- 


226 


234 


238 


Aa 


IZ 


20 


The Tragedie 
Since your will buckle fortune on my backe, 
Tobeare the burthen whether | will or no, 
I mutt haue pacience to endure the loade, 
Butifblacke fCandale or fo foule fac’s reproach 
Actend the fequell of your impofition, 
Your meere inforcement fhall acquitrance me 
From all the impure blots and {taines thereof, 
For God he knowes,and you may partly fee, 
How farrel amfrom thedefirethereof, 
May. God bleffe your Grace,we feeir, and will fay it, 
Géo. In faying fo you fhall but fay the eruch, 
Buc. Then Lfalute you with this kingly Titles. 
Long tine King Richard, Englands royall King, 
Ma. Amen. 
Bue, Tomorrow willit pleafe youro be crown’d# 
Gio. Fuen when you will,fince you will haueit fo, 
Buc. To morrow then we will atcend your Grace, 
G4. Come,let vs to our holy tafke againe: 
Farewell good Coufen, farewell gentle friends.  Exeunt, 
Enter Queene morber;Dutcheffe of Yorke, Marques 
Dorfes at one doore, Dutcheffe of Géecefter 
at another doore. 
Det, Who meets vsheere, my Neece Plantagenet? 
un, Sifter well met,whether away fo falt? 
Dut.Glo.No farther then the Tower,andasI gueffe 
Vponthe like deuotion as your felues, 
To gratulate the tendex Princes there, 
2aKind ifter thanks, weele enter all togither. 
Enter the Liextenant of the Tewer. — 
Andin good time here the Lieutenant comes. 
M Lieuetenant,; pray you by your leaue, 
How fares the Prince? 
Lien, Well Madamyand in health: but by your leaue, . 
I may not fuffer you to vifit him, 
The King hath tae charged the contrary, 
2uThe K ing? why, who's that? 
Liew, Very you mercie, { meane the Lord Proteétor. 
2u, The Lord proteé& him from that Kingly title: 
Hath hefet bounds betwixe their louc and mes 
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Tam their mother,who fhould keepe me from them? 
Lam their father, mother,and will {ee them, 

Dut.Glo, Their Aunt | amin law,in loue eheir mother ; 
Then fearenot thou. Ile beare thy blame, . 
And take thy office fromthee on my perill, 

Liew. I dobefeech your Graces all to pardon me: 
Jam bound by oath, I may not doit. 

Enter Lord Standty. 

Stan. Letme but meere you Ladies an houre hence, 
And Ile falute your Grace of Yorke,as mother : 
Andreuerent looker on, of two faire Queenes. 
Come Madam,you muft zo with me to Weftminfter, 
Thereta be crowned Richards royall Queene. 

uz, Ocut my lace in funder,that my pent heart 
May haue fome {cope to beate,or elfe [found 
With this dead kiJiing newes, 
Dor, Madame,haue comfort,how fares your Grace? 
a O Dorfet,fpeake not to me,get thee hence, 
Death and deftruétion dogge thee at the heeles,. 
Thy mothers name is ominousto children, 
- If thou wile outftrip death,goe croffe the feas, 
And liue with Richmond,from the reach of hell; 
Goe hie thee, hie thee, from this flaughter houfe, 
Leaft thou increafe the number of the dead, 
And make me die the thrall of Margarets curfe, 
Nor mother, wife, nor Englands counted Queene, 
Stan, Full of wife careis this your counfell Madam, 
Take all the fwift aduantage of the time. 
You fhall haue letters from me to my fonne, 
To meete youonthe way, and welcome-you, 
Be not taken tardie,by vnwite delay. 
Dut.Yor. O ill difpearfing winde of miferie, 
O my accurfed wombe, the bed of death, 
A Cocatrice halt chou hatcht to the world, 
Whofe vnauoyded eyeis murtherous. 
Stan. Come Madam, I in all hafte was fent for. 
Duach, And | in all vnwillingnefTe will zoe, 
I would to God that the inclufiue verge 
Of golden mettall that muft round my browe, 
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Were red hotte teeleto feare meto the braine, 
Annointed let me with deadly poyfon, 
And die, eve men can fay ,God faue the Queene. 
2u. Alas poote foule,J enuie not thy glory; 
To feede my humor,with thy {clfe 20 harme. 
Duz.Glo, No, when he that ismy husband now, 
Came tome as / followed Henries courfe, 
When [carce the blood was well wafhe from his hands, 
Which iffued from my otherangel husband, 
And that dead faine, which then / weeping followed, 
O, when J fay, Ziookt on Richards face, 
This was my with, be thou quoth /accurlt, 
For making me fo yong,foolda widow. 
And whenthou wedtt, let forrow haunt thy bed, ~ 
Andbe thy wife,ifany befo badde 
As miferable by the death ofthee, 
Asthou halt made me by my deare Lords death, 
Loe,euen I can repeate this curfe againe, 
Euen info fhort a fpace, my womans heart 
Crafly grew captive to his hony words; 
And prou’dthe fublea&ts of my owne foules curfe, 
Which eucr fince hath kept my eyes from fleepe, 
For neuer yet,one houre inhis bed, 
Haue I enioyedthe golden deaw of fleepe, 
But haue bene waked by his timerous dreames, 
Befides, he batesme for my father Warwicke, 
And will fhortly be rid of me. 
2s. Alas poore foule, / pittie thy complaints, 
Det.Gt, No morethé from my foule Jmourne for yours, 
2%; Farewell,thou wofull welcomer of glorie. 
Dut.Gto, A due poore foule,thoutaktt thy leaue of it. 
Ds.Yor.Go thouto Richméad,& good fortune guide thee. 
Go thou to Richardjand good Angels guard thee, 
Go thouto fan@uatie,good thoughts pofle(Te thee, 
Teo my graueavhere peace and reft lie with me, 
Fightic odde yeares of forrow have I {eene, 
And cach houres ioy wrackt with a weeke of teene. 


of Richard the third, 


The Trumpets found, Enter Richard crowned, Buckinge 
ham, Catetby, with other Nobles. 


King. Stand all apart, Cofenof Buckingham, 
Gwe me thy hand: Here he afcendeth 
“Thus high by thy aduice throne. 
And thy affittanceisking Richard feated : 
But fhall we weare thefe honors for aday 2 
Or thall they laft,and wescioyce in them? 
Buc. Sell live they,and for eucr may they lat. 
Kix,Rs, © Buckingham, now I doplay che rouch, 
Totrieif thou be currant goldindeed: 
Yong Edward lines : thuike now what J would fay, 
‘Bac. Say on my gratious foucraigne. 
King. WhyBuckingham, Lfay 1 would be king, 
Bac. Why fo youare my thrice renowmed liege. 
King, Ha:am I king? tisfo, but Edward lives. 
Buc, True noble Prince. 
King, O birter confequences 
That Edward ftill fhould line true noble Prince. 
Cofen,thou wert not wont to befo dull: 
Shall Tbe plaine 2 I with the baftards dead, 
And I would haue it fuddenly performde, 
What faift thou 2 fpeake fuddenly,be duiefe, 
Buc. Your Grace may do your pleafure, 
Kiag. Tat,tut,thowartall yceshy kindnefle freezeth, 
Say shaue I thy confent that they thall die? 
Bus. Giuemé lome breath, fomeliele paule my Lord, 
Before I pofitively fpeake hercin: 
I will refolue your Grace immediatly. 
Cat, The kingisangry, {eeshe bites thelip, 
King. I willconuerfe with tron witted fooles, 
Andvnrelpeftiue boyes, none are forme 
That looke into me with confiderate eyes: 
Boy, high teaching Buckingham growes circumfpect. 
Boy, Lord. Hi 
Kiag. Knowltthou not any whom cormupting gold 
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The Tragedie 
Would tempt vnto aclofe exploit of death, 
Boy, My Lord.J knowa difcontented Gentleman, 
Whofe humble meanes match not his haughtie minde, 
Gold were as good as twentie Orators, 
And will no doubt tempt himto any thing, 
King, Whiatis his name? 
Boy, His name wy Lord,is Tirrell. 
Kiag. Goe call him hither prefently. | 
The deepe revoluing wittie Buckingham, 
No more fhall be che neighbourto my counfell, 
Hath he fo long held out with me vatirde. 
And ftops he now for breath? 
Enter Darby. 
How row,what newes with yon? 
Dar, My Lord, I heate the Marquefle Dorfer 
Js Hed to Richmond, inthofe parts beyond the {eas where 
he abides, 
King. Catesby. Cat. My Lord. 
King, Rumor it abroad 
That Anne my wifeis ficke and like to die, 
J will take order for her Keeping clofe: 
Enquire me out fome meane borne Gentleman, 
Whom wil marry ftraight to Clarence daughter, 
The boy is foolifh,and /feare not hint: 
Looke howthow dreamt : / fay againe, give out 
That Anne my wifeis ficke and like to die, 
About it,for it ftands me much vpon, 
To ftop all hopes whofe growth may damage me, . 
J mutt be married to my brothers daughter, 
Or elfe my kingdome ftands on brittle slafle, 
Murther her brothers, and then marry her, 
Vncertaine way of gaine, but Jamin 
So farre in blood, that fin plucke on fin, 
T care falling ptctie dwels not in this eye. 
Enter Torret, 
Js thy name Tirrell ? 
_ Tir, James Titrel,and your moft obedient fubiedt. 
Keng. Art thouindced? 
Tire 


of Richard the third. Vii. 
Tir. Prowe me my gracious foueraigne, ars 
Xing. Darft thou refolue to kill a friend of mine? 70 
Ter. Imy Lord,but I had rather kill two deepe enemies: 
King, Why there thou haft it,ewo deepe cnemics, 
Foes to my reft,and my fweete fleepes difturbs, 74. 
Arethey that I would hauethee deale ypon: 
Tirrel,I meane thofe baftardsin the tower. 
Ter, Let me haue open meanes to come tothem, 
And foone Ilerid you from the feareofthem, 78 
King. Thou fingft fweere muficke. Come hither Tirrifl, 
Go by that token.rife and lend chine care, He whsspers in bis 
Tisno more butfo,fayitisdone (card 
And I wiltloue thee, 2nd prefere thee too, eS 
Tir, Tis done my graciousLord. . 
King. Shall we heare from thee Tirrel,ere we fleepe 2 
Enter Backingham, ; 
Tir. Ye thal! my Lord. 
Buc. My Lord,] have confideredin my mind, 86 
The late demaund that you did found me in, 
Kine. Wel,let that paffe, Dorfer is fled to Richmond, 
Buc, | heare that ncwes my Lord, 
King. Stanly he is your wiues fonnes. Wel looke too it. 90 
Buc. My Vord,I claime your gift,my due by promife, 
For which your honor and your faith ispawnd, 
The Earledome of Herford and the moucables, 
The which you promifed I fhould poffefe. es, 
King, Stanly looke to your wife, if fheconucy 
Letters co Richmond you fhali an{were it, 
Buc, What fayes your highnefle to my anit demaund? 
King. AsI reinember,Heary the fixe 98 
Did prophefie that Richmond fhould be king, 
When Richmond was a little peeuith boy, 
A king pethaps,perhaps, Buck, My Lord. 102 
King, How chance the Prophet could aot ae that times 
Hue told me, being by, that 1 fhouid kill him. 
Back, My Lord,your promife forthe Earldome. 
Kisg. Richmond,whenlaft { was at Execer, 706 
The Maior in curtefie fhewed me af Caftle, yee 
nd 


IV.ii. The Tragedie 
And called it Ruge-mount,at which name! farted, 
Becaufe aBard of Ireland told me once 
170 I fhould not hive long after I faw Richmond. 
Bac. My Lord. 
King. 1, whats aclocke? 
Buc. Lamttius bold to put your grace in minde 
Of what you promifde me. 
ing King, Well but whats a clocke? 
Buc, Vpon the ftroke of ten. 
King. Wellglet itftrike. 
Buc, Why let it ftrike? 
King, Beéeaufe that likea Tacke thouKkeepft the ftroke 
18 Betwixt thy begging and my meditation, 
I am aot in the gming vaine to day. 
Buc, Why then refolue me whether you will or no? 
122 K, Tur,cut,thoutroubleft me, Lam not in the vaine, Exe, 
Buc. Is it euen{o 2 rewards he my true feruice 
With fuch deepe contempr,made | him king for this ? 
Olet methinkeon Haftings,and begone 
126 To Brecneck,while my fearefuliheadison. Exit, 
Vai. Exter Sir Frances Tarrell. 
Tir. Thetyrannous and bloudie deed is done, 
The moft arch-2& of pitteous maffacre, 
That euer yce this land was guiltie of, 
4 Dighton and Forreft whom { did fubborne 
To do thir ruthfull peece ef butchery, 
Although they were flethe villains bloudy dogs, 
Melting with renderneffe and kind compatlion, 
g Wept like two children in ebeirdeaths fad tories: 
Loe thus quoth Dighton laic thofetender babes, 
Thus thus quoth Foreeft girdling one another 
Within their innocent alablafter armes, 
12 Their lips like foure red Rofe: on a ftalke, 
Which in their fonmmer beautie kift each other; 
A baoke of praiers on their pillow laie, 
Which once quoth Forreft almoft changd my minde, 
76 Bue O the diuel: there the villaine ftopr, 
Whilft Dighton thus told on we {methered 
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The moft replenifhed fweet worke of nature, 

That from the prime creation ever he framed, 

They could not {peake,and fo | left chem both, 

To bring this tydings to the bloudy king. 

Enter king Richard, 

And here he comes, All haile my fou eraigne liege. 
King. Kind Tirrell,am I happiein thy newes 2 
Tir. Ifto haue done the thing you gauc in charge 

Beget your happinefle, be happie then, 

For it is done my Lord. 

King. But didfl thou fee them dead? 

Tir. 1 didmy Lord, 

King, And buried gentle Tirrell 2 

Tir, The Chaplaine of the Tower hath buried them: 
But how or in what place I do not know. 

King. Cometo me Tirrell foone at after fupper, 
And thou fhalt tell the procefle of their death, 
Meane time bur thinke how I may do thee good, 
And be inherircr of thy defire. Exit Tirrel, 
Farewell till foone. 

The fonne of Clarence have I pent vp clofe, 

His daughter meanly have I matcht in marriage, 

The fonnes of Edward fleepe in Abrahams bofome, 

And Anne my wife hath bid the world goodnight: 

Now for I know the Brittaine Richmond aimes 

At yong Elizabeth my brothers daughters 

And by that knot lookes proudly orethe crowne, 

Toher I goeaiolly thriuing wooer, Enter Catesty. 
Cat, My Lord. 

Kin. Good newes or bad that thou comeft in fo bluntly? 

Cat. Badaewes my Lord, Ey is fledta Richmond, 
And Buckingham backt withthe hardy Welchmen 

Is inthe field,and flill his power encrealéth, 

King, Ely with Richmond troubles me more neare 
Then Buckingham and his rafh leuied army : 
Come, [ have heard chat fearfull commenting, 

Is leaden feruitor to dull delay, 


Delay leads impotent and foaile-pac’t beg gery, 
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The Tragedie 
Then fierie expedition be my wings, 

Joue, Mexcurie and Herald fora king. 

Come mutter men,my counfaile is my thield, 

We mutt be briefe, when traytors bsauetheficld, Exennt, 


Exter Queene Margarst ola. 


2. Mar, So now profperitic hegins to mellow, 
And dropinto the rotten mouth of death: 
Herein thefe confines flilie have Llurkt, 
To watch the waining of mine aduerfaries + 
A dire induction am | witneffe too, 
And will to France, hoping the confequence 
Will proue as bitter,blacke,andtragicall, 
Withdraw thee wtetched Margaret;who comes here? 


Enter the Queene,and the Dutcheffe of Yorke. 


fs. Ahmy yong Princes,ah my tender babes! 

My voblowne flowers,new appearing fweets, 

Ifyet your gentle foules flie in the aire 

And be not fixt in doome perpetual, 

Houer about me with your aieste wings, 

And heare your mothers lamentation, 
2u, Mar, Houer about her, fay that right for right 

Hath dimd your infant morne, to aged night. 

Qu. Wilt thou O God, flie from fuch gentle lambes, 

And throw them in the intrailes of the wolfe: 

When didft thou fleepe, when fuch a deed was done? 
ua, Wher holy 4Zary diedyand my {weet fonne, 
Datch. Blind fight, dead life, poore mortal liuing ghoft, 

Woes {ceane, worlds fhame,graucs due by life vfurpt, 

Reft thy vneeft on Englands lawful earth, 

Volawfully made drunke withinnocents blood, 

2. O thaethou would{t as wellaffoorda graue, 

As thoucanft yeelda melancholy feate, 

Then would I hide my bones,not reft them heres 

O who hath any caufeto mourne but 1? 


Det. 
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Dxt.. So many miferies hate craz'd my voice 
That my woe-wearied.congue is mute & dumbe. 
Edward Plantagenet, why are shou dead ? 

2.Mar. Ifauncient forrow be moft reverent, 
Giue mine the benefit offignorie, 

And let my woes frowne onthe vpper hand, 
If forrow can ad emit focietie, . 
‘Tell ouer your woes againe by viewing mine: 
Vhad an Edward,till a Richard kild him: 
Thad a Richard,till a Richard kild him. 
Thou hadft an Fdward,till a Richard kild him. 
Thouwhadft a Richard, tilla Richard kild him. 
Du. ThadaRichardtoo,and thou didft ki) him: 
Thad a Rutland too,and thou holpft to ki! him. 

2. Mar, Thouhadft a Clarence too,eil Richard kild him. 
From forth the kennell of thy wombe hath crept, 
A hell-hound that doth hunt vs all to death, 
That dogge that had his eeeth before his eyes 
To worric lambes,and lap their gentle bloods, 
That foule defacer of Gods handy worke, 

Thy wombe let loofe,to chafe vsto our graues, | 
O vpright,iuft,and true cifpofing God, 

How do I thankethee,that this carnal! curre 
Praies on the iffue of his mothers badie, 

And makes her pue- fellow with others mone. 

Dut, O, Harries wife,triumph notin my woes, 
God witneile with me, ] have wept for thee. 

2. Mar. Bear with me,l am hungry for reuenge 
And now I cloie me with beholding it: 
Thy Edward,heis dead,that ftabd my Edward, 
Thy other Edward dead,to quit my Edward, 
Yong Yorkeshe is but boote, becaufe both they 
Match not the high perfeétion of my loffe: 
Thy Clarencehe is dead, that kild my Edward, 
And the beholders of this tragicke plaie, 
The adulterate Haftings, Rivers, Vaughan,Gray, 
‘Vntimely {mothred in their duskie graues, 
Richard yet liues,hels blacke intelligencer, 
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The Tragedie 
Onely referued their fagtor to buy foules, 
And fend them thither, but at hand at hand; 
En(ues his piteous, and vnpittied end, 
Earth gapes,hell burnessfiends roase, Saints prays 
To haue him fuddenly conueyed away, 
Cancell his bond of Jife,deare God I pray, 
That Imay live to fay,the dog is dead, 

a. Othou did{t prophecte the time would come 
That’l thould with for thee to helpe me curffe 
T hat botteld fpider, that foule hunch-backt toade. 
Q.Mar, Icald theethen,vaine flourifh of my fortune, 

ZT caldthee then, poore fhadow,painted Queene, 
The prefentation of, but what 1 was, 
Theltateriag index ofadirefull pageant, 
One heau’da high; to be hurld downebelow, 
A 'mocher onely smockt with two {weet babes, 
A dreame of which thou werr,a breath,a bubble, 
A figne of dignitie, a garifh flagge, 
To be the aime of every dangerous fhoe, 
A Queene iniealt,onely to fill the fceanet 
Where is thy husband now,where be thy brothers ? 
Where be thy children, wherein doeft thou ioy 2 
Who {ues to theesand cries God (auethe Queene? 
Where be the bending peeres thiat flattered thee? 
Where bethe thronging troupes that followed thee? 
Decline ali this,and {ee what now thou art, 
Fox happy wife,a moft diftreffed widow : 
For ioyfull mother, one that wailes the name: 
For Queene,a very Catiue crownd with care: 
For one being {ued too,one that humbly fues= 
For one commaundine all,obeyed of none: 
For one that {cornd at me,now {cornd of me. 
Thus hath che courfe of iuftice wheel’d about, 
Andleftthee but avery prey totime, 
Hauing no more, but thought of what thou art, 
Totorture thee the more,being what thou art. 
Thou didft vfurpe my place,and doeft thou not 
Viuspe the tuft proportion of my forrow ? 


Now 
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‘Tell me thou villaine flauc, where.are my childten? 


of Richard the third. 

Now thy proud neckesbeares halfe my burthened yoke, 
From which,euen here, I flip my weary necke, 
And leave the burthen of it all on thee: 
Farewell Yorkes wife,and Queene of (ad mifchance, 
Thele Englifh woes,will make me {mile in France, 

2, Othouw-well skild ia cusfes,ftay a while, 
Andteach me how to curfe mine enemies, 

2.Mar, Forbeare to fleep the night,and faft theday, 
Compare dead happineffe with liuing woe, 
Thinke that thy babes were fairer then they weres - 


And he chatfJew them fowler then heis: 


Bettring thy loffe makes the bad caufer worfe, 

Reuoluing this,wiil teach thee how to curfe. | 
224. My words are dull, Oquicken them with thine. 
2M, Thy woes wil make them fharp,& pierce like mine, 
Dut, Why fhould calamstie be full of words? East Mar, 
Qu, Windie ateusnies to your clierit woes, 

Aierie fucceeders of inteftate ioyes, 

Poore breathing orators of miferies, 

Lee them haue {cope,though what they do impart 

Helpe not at all,yee dothey eafe the heart. 
Dut, Ifo, then be not toong-tide,goe with mes 

Andin the breath of bitter words,lets {mother 

My damned fonne, which thy two fonnes {mothred : 


J heare his drum, be copious inc xclaimes, 


Enter King Richard marching with Dysmmes 
and T: vuMnpeEls. 


King. Whointercepts my expedition? _ 

Dut. A the,that might haue intercepted thee, 
By ey a in her accurfed wombe, 
Fromali the fleaghters wretch,that thou haft done, 

24. Hid’ft thou that forehead with a golden crowne, . 
Where thould be graven, if that right were right, 
The flaughret ofthe Prince that owde that crowne, 
And the dire death of my two fonnes, and brothers : 


Dut. . 


7L 


IV. tv. 


VIS 


122 


126 


ISO 


138 


I42 


182 


IS 


ISS 


1€0 


IO4 


183 


86 


iV. The Tragedie 


Dut. Thou tode,thou tode,where is thy brother Claréce? 
And little Ned Plantaget, his fonne 2 . 
Qu, Whereis kind Haftings,Riuers, V anghan,Gray ? 
King. A flourith trumpets ,Qtrike alarum drummes, 
Let not the heauenshearethefe tej-tale women. 
Raile onthe Lords annointed, Strike lfay. The eruampets 
Either be patient,and intreat me faire, founds, 
Or with the clamorous report of warre, 
Thus will I drowne your exciamations- 
Dut. Act chou my fonne? 
King. J, [thanke God, my father and your felfc. 
Dut. Then patiently heare my impatience. 
King, Madame Ihave a touch of yourgondition, 
Which cannot brooke the accent of reproofe, 
Dat. Iwill be mildeand gentle in my {peech, 
King... And briefe good mother, for I am in hafte. 
Dut. Ast thou fo haftie I haue {taid for thee, 
God knowes in anguith,paine and agonic. 
King, And came I not at laft to comfort you? 
Dut, Noby the holy roode thouknowft it well, 
Thou camft on earth, to make the earth my hell: 
A greeuous burthen was thy birth tome, 
Techie and-waiward was thy infancie, 
Thy (choole-daies frighefull,delperate,wilde and furious: 
Thy age confirmed, proud,fubtil ,bloudie,trecherous, 
What comfortable houre canft shou name, 
That euer grac’t me inthy companie? 
K, Faith none but Humphrey houre,that eald your grace 
To breakfaft once forth of my companie : . 
If it be fo gratiqusin your fight, 
Let me march on,and not offend your grace. 
Dut, O heare me f{peake,for 7 fhall acuer fee the more, 
Keng. Come,come,you are too bitter. 
Dut, Either thouwiledie by Gods iuft ordinance, 
Ere from thit warrethouturnea conqueror 
Or [with griefe and extreamcage thall petit, 
And neuer looke vpon thy face againe: 
Therefore take with thee my moftheauie curfe, 
Which 
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Which in the day of battell tire chee more 
Thenall che compleat atmour that thou wearft, 
My praierson the aduerfe partie fight, 
And there the litle foules of Edwards children 
Whifper the fpisits of thine enemies, 
And promife them fuccefle and victory, 
Bloudie thou art,bloudy will be thy end, 
Shame ferues thy life,and doththy deathattend. Evvir. 
2s, Though far more caufe,y et much lefle fpirit to curfe 
Abides in me,!{ fay Amen to all. 
King. Stay Madam,! muft {peake a word with you, 
2, Lhaue no more fonnes of the royall bleod, 
ae 4 pours besofok my daughters Richard, 
They thali be praying Nunnes,not weeping Qucenesy 
And ASSL leucll not to hie their bee BQu 
King. You havea daugheercald Elizabeth, 
Vertuousand faircsroyall and gratious, 
2u, And mutt the die for chis ? O let her lite? 
And Ile corrupt her manners, ftaine her beautie, 
Slander my felfe,as falfeto Edwards bed, 
Throw ouer her the vale of infamie, 
So fhe may live vnskard from bieeding flaughter, 
I will confeffe fhe was not Edwards daughter. 

King. Wrong nother birth, the is of royall blead, 

2. Tofaue her life,ile fzy the is not ©. 

King. Her life is only fafeft in her bireh. 

2u, Andonly inthat fafetie died her brothers. 

Kin. Loat their births good {tars were oppofice. 

Qu. Noto their liues bad friends were contrary. 

King, All vaauoyded is the doome of defteny. 

L2u. Trve,when auoyded grace makes deftiny, 
My babes were deftinde to a fairer death, 

If grace had bleft hee with’a fairer life, 

K. Madam, fo thrise 1 in my dangerous atrempt of hoftile 
As lintend more goodto you and yours, (armes, 
Then ener you or yours were by me wrongd. 

4e What good is concrd wich the face of heauen, 
Tobe difcouerd chat can do me good ¢ ae 
Xing. Theadwancement thn children mightie ee 
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Lu. Vpto fome feaffald there to loofe their heads. 
King. No to the dignitie and height of honor, 
The height imperial] tipe of this earths glory. 
Qu, fatees my forrowes with repore of it, 
Tell. me what ftate,what dignitie, what honor, 
Canttthou demife to any child of mine 2 
King. Evenall I haue,yeaand my felfe and all, 
Will I withall endow achild of chine, 
So in the Lethe ofthy angry foule, 
Thou drownethefad remembrance of thofe wrongs 
Which thoufuppofeft I haue done to thee. 
2. Be briefe,lelt thatehe proceffe of thy kindneffe 
Lat longerrelling then thy kindnetle doo, 
K, Then know that from my foule I loue thy daughter, 
fu. My daughters mother thinkes it with her foule, 
King. What do you thinke2 
Lu. That thou doeft loue my daughter from thy foule, . 
So from thy foules loue didft thou her brothers, 
And from my heartsloue I dothanke thee for it. 
King. Be not fo haltieto confound my meaning, 
I meane that with my foule Llouc thy daughter, 
And meane fo make her Queene of England. | 
Lu. Say then, who doeft thou meane fhall be her king 2 
King. Euen he that makes her Queene,who fhould elfe? 
La. Whar thou? : 
King, 1, enen T,what thinke you of it Madame? 
224, Howecantt thou wooe her? - 
King. That I wouldlearneofyou, 
Asone that were beft acquainted with her humor, . 
2s, And wilt thou learne of me ? 
King, Madam with all my heart, 
Qu. Sendtoher by the man that{lew her brothers 
A paire of bleeding hearts,’ thereon ingraue, 
Edward and Yorke,thenhappily the will weepey 
Therefore prefent to her,as fometime Margaret 
Did to thy father,a handkercheffe ftcepein Rutlans blood, — 
And bid her dtc her weeping eyes therewith, | 
¥ this inducement force her notte loue,. 
Send her a {tary of thy noble acts: 
Tell her chou mad'{t away her ynele Clarence, Her 
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Her vaele Riuers,yes,and for her fake 


Madeft quicke conueiance withher good Aunt Anne. 


King.Cote, come; ye mocke me;thisis not the way 
To winne your daughter, 

2é There is no other way, 
Vnileffethou couldft put on fome other fhape, 
Andnot be Richard that hath done all this. 

Kin. Inferre faire Englands peace by this alliance. 


Qu. Which the hall purchafe with ftill lafting warre. 
KiaSay that the king which may command intreats, 


2. That at ber hands which che kings king forbid, 
Kong Say the thall be a high and mightie Queene, 
<2u,Towailethetitle as her mother doth, 7 
K1ag,Say | will lou her everlaftingly. 

Qu. But how long thallthat title euerlafty 

King Sweetly inforce vnto her faire lives end. 
2s.Bur how long fairely fhall that title taft 
KéinSo long as heaven and nature lengthens it. 
uSo long as hell and Richard likes of it. 

King Say | her foueraigne am her fubie€t love. 

2u. But the your fubiect loaths fuch foueraigntie, 
King.Be eloquent in my behalfe to her, 

Qu. An honeft tale (peeds beft being plainely told. 


Kiag, Thenin plaine tearmes tell hes my fourg tale. 


Qu. Plaineand not honelt is too herfha tile. 


Kin, Madameyyour reafans ate too fhaltow & too quick 


Qu,O nosmy reafons aretoo deepe and dead, 
T 00 deepe and dead poare infants intheir graue, 
Harpe on it {till (hall I, till heart -Arings breake. 


King,Now by my George,my Garter and my Crowne, 


ab Seleied difhonord, and the third vlurped, 
ing.| {weare by nothing. 

w,By nothing, for this sno oath, . 
The George prophand,hath Jolt his holy honour: 
The Garter blemifht, pawnd hiskaightly vertue: 
The Crowne viurpt.difgrac't his king! ’ dignitie, 
dffornething thou wilt {weareto be belecude, 


Sweatethen by fomething that thou haft not wrongd, 


K 2 Kits 


Kang. Now by the world. 
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. The Tragedie 

Qu, Tis full of thy foule wrongs. 

King, My fathers death. 

2x, Thy felfe hath that difhonord, 

King, Then by my felfe. 

Qu. Thy felfe, thy felfe mifulefk. 

King. Why, then by God, 

#. Gods wrong is moft of alls 

Ifthou hadft feard,to breake an oath by him, 
The vnitie the King my brother made, 
Had not beene broken,nor my brother flaine. 
Jf chou hadft feard to breake an oath by him, 
The emperial! mertel circling now thy brow, 
Had graft the tender temples of my childe, 
And both the Princes had beene breathing here, 
Which now two tender play-fellowes for duft, 
Thy broken faith hath made a praye for wormes. 

King.By the time tocome. 

Qu, That thou hat wrongd in time orepaft, 
For / my felfe have many tearesto wath 
Hereafter time for time, by the paft wrongd, 
Thechildren liue, whofe parentsthou halt flaughtred, 
Vageouernd youth,to wayleit in their age. 
The parents liue whofe children thou haft butchred, 
Old withered plants ro waile it with their age: . 
Sweare not by time to come,for that thou haft 
Mifufed,eare vfed by time mifufed orepaft. 

King, As J entendto projper and repent, 
So thriue 1 in my dangerous attempr, 
Of hoftile armes, my felfe,my felfe confound, 
Day yeeld me not thy light,nor night thy reft, 
Be oppofite, all planers of goad latke 
To my proceedings, if with pure hearts loue, 
Immaculated devotion, holy thoughts, 
Lrender not thy beawtcous princelie dayghter, 
In herconfifts my happinefle and thine, 
Without het. followes to this landand me, 
Tothee,her felfc,and many a Chriftian foule, 
Sad defolation, ruine,and decay, 
Is cannos be avoided but by this : 
Tt will not be auoided but by this > There- 


| of Richard the third. 
Therefore good mother (I mutt call you fo) 
Bethe atturney of my loue toher.: 
Pleade what I will be,not what I haue beene, 
Not by deferes,but what I will deferue : 
Vrgethe neceflitie and ftate of times, 
And be not Pree fond in great defignes.. 
24. Shall I be tempted of the Deuill chus? 
King. I, if the deuill tempt thee to do good, 
Qu Shall I forgee my felfero be my felfe? 
King, 1, if your(elfes remembrance wrong your felfe. 
24, But thou didft kill my children. 
Xin, But int your daughters wombe, I burie them, 
Where in that neft of fpicerie there fhail breed. 
Selfes of themfelues to your recomfitare. 
2 Shall I go win my daughter to thy will? 
Kéag. And be a happy mother by the deed, 
4, 1go, writeto me very fhortly, 
King, Beare her my true loueskifle:farewell Ex? Ox, 
Relenting foole, and thallow changing woman, Enter Rat. 
Rat. My gracious foueraigne,on the Welterne coat, 
Ridctha puiffant Nauie, To the fhore, 
Throng many doubtfull hollow harted friends, 
Vaatmd,and varefolad to beate ther backe: 
Tis thought that Richmondis their Admiralls 
Andthere they hull,expeéting bue the ayd, 
Of Buckingham to welcome them a fhore, 

King. Some light-foote friend,poft tothe Duke of Norff. 
Ratcliffe thy felfe, or Caresbie, where is he? 

Cat. Heere my Lord. 

Kiz.Flie to the Duke: pot thouro Salisbury, 
When thou comeft there: dull vnmindful villaine 
Why ftandft thou ftil,and goeft not to the Duke? 

Cat. Firft mightie foueraigne,Jet me know your minde, 
What from your grace I hall deliuer him. 

King, O true, good Catesbie, bid him leuie ftraig ht, 
The greateft ftrength and power he can make, 
And mecte me prefently at Salisburie. 
Rat,Whatis it yout highnes pleafure I hal do at Salisbury 
Kin, Why what wouldit chou do there before } go? 
K 3 Ral 
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The Tragedie 
Rat, Your HighnefTe told me ! fhould poft before. 
King. My miode is changed fir, my minde is changd. 
How now,what newes with you? Enter Darby, 
Dar. None good my Lord,to pleafe you with the hearin 
Nor none fo bad but it may well be told. 
Kin. Hoiday, ariddle, neither good nor bad: 
Why dooft thou runne fo many mile about, 
When thou mayft tell thy tale a necrer way, 
Qoce more what newes? 
Dar. Richmond is on thefeas, 
King. There let him finke,and be the feason him, 
White liuerd runnagate, what doth he there? 
Dal know not mighty (oueraigne but by gueffe. 
King, Well fir,as you gueflesas you gueffe. 
Da. Seurd vp by Dorfet, Buckingham and Elie, 
He makesfor Eaglad,there to claime the crowne. 
Kin, Is the Chayre emptiezisthe fword vinfwaid? 
Is the king dead? the Empire vnpoffeft? 
What heire of Yorkeis there aliuc but we? 
And whois Englands king, but great Yorkes heire? 
Then tell me whiat doth he vpon the fea? 
Dar, Vulefleforthat my liege, cannot guelTe. 
King, Viunleffe for that, he comes to be yout liege, 
You cannot gueffe, wherefore the Welchman comes, 
Thou wilt reuoult,and flieto him I feare. 
Dar,No mightie liege, therefore miftruft me not. 
Kixg, Where isthy power then to beatehim backe? 
Where are thy tenants,and thy followers? 
Arethey nat now vpon the Wefterne fhore, 
Sate condudtiug the rebels from their fhippes, 
Dar, No my good Lordsmy friends are inthe North, 
Kia. Cold friends to Richard, what do they in the North 
When they fhould ferue,their foueraigne in the Weft, 
Dar, They haue not bin commanded mightic foucraigne 
Pleafe it your Maieftie to gine me leaue, 
T}¢ mufter vp my friendsand meete your Grace, 
Where and whattime your Maieftie thall pleafe. 
Kin,l, J, thou would{t be zone toioine with Richmond, 
I will noe truit you Sir. 
Der. Moft mightic foucraigne, You 


— AsI by friends am well aduertifed, 


of Richard the third, 
‘You haue no caufe}to hold my friendthip doubrfull, 
I neuer was nor never will be falfe, 

Kén, Weil,go mufter men: but heare you,leaue be hinds 
Your fonne George Stanlie,looke your faith be firme : 
Or elfe, his heads affuranceis but fraile. 

Dar. So deale with him,as I prouc trueto you. Exit,Dar, 
Enter a Meffenger. 
CMe/. My Gracious foueraigne,now in Devronfhire, 
Sir William Cotirtney and the haughrie Prelate, 
Bifhop of Exeter, his brother there, 
Weth many mo confiderates,arein armes. 
Enter another Meffenger. 

Me Myliege, in Kent the Guilfords are in armes, 
And cuery houre more competitors 
Flocke to their ayde,and {till their power increafeth. 

Enter another Meffenger, 
Me/, My Lord,the armie of the Duke of Buckingham. 
He firiketh hams. 

King. Out on you owlesynothing but fonges of death. 
Take that vatillthou bring me better newes, 

Me/, Your Grace miftakes,the newes I bring is good, 
My newes is, that by fudden flood and fall of water, 

The Duke of Buckinghams armie is difperft and {catrered, 
And he himfelfe fled no man knowes whither. 
King. O E cry you mercie, I did miftake, 
Ratcliffe reward him for the blow I gaue him: 
Hath any well aduifed friend giuen out, 
Rewards for him that brings in Buckingham? 
Me/Such proclamatid hath bin made my liege. 
Enter another Meffenger. 

Me/. Sir Thomas Lovell and Lord Marques Dorfee, 

Tis (aid my Liege are vp in armes, 

Yee this good comfort bring | to your Grace, 

The Sreitane Nauie isdifperft, Richmond in Dorfhire 
Sent outa hoate toaske them on the fhore, 

If they were hisafliftants yea,or no : 

Who anfwered him they came from Buckingham, 

'V pon his partie:he miftrufting them, 

Hilt aile,and made away for Brittaine, Xing, 
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The Tragedie 
King, “March an,marchon,fince we are vp in atmes, 
Tf not to fight with forraigne enemies, 
Yerto beate downe thefe rebels here at home. 
Enter Cateshy. 

Cat. My liege,the Duke of Buckingham is taken 
Thats the beft newes,that the Earle of Richmond. 

Is with amightie power landed at Milford, 
Is colder tydings ,yet they muft be told. 

King, Away towards Salisbury, while we reafon here, 
A royall battell might be wonne and loit. . 
Some one take order Buckingham be broughe 
To Salisbury, the reft march on with me. 

Enter Darbie, Sir Chrsstopher. 

Dar. Sir Chriftopher,tell Richmond this from me, 
Thatin theftie of this moft bloudie bore, 

My fonne George Stanley is franckt vp in hold, 
IfI reuolt,off goes yong Georges head, 

The feare of that, withholds my prefent aide, 
But tell me,where is princely Richmond now? 

Cori, At Pembrooke,or at Hertford-welt in Wales. 

Dar. What menofname refort to him? 

S§, Chrift. Syr Watter Herbert, arenowmed fouldier, 
Syr Gilbert Talbot, fir William Stanley, 
Oxford,redoubted Pembrooke,fir lames Blunt, 

Rice vp Thomas, with a valiant crew. 

With many moe of noble fame and worth, 
Andtowards London they do bend their courfe, 
If by the way they be noe foughe withall. 

Dar. Returne vnto my Lord,commend meto him, 
Tell him, the Queene hath hartily confented 
He hall efpowfe Elizabeth her daughter, 

T hefe Letters willrefoluec him of my mindes 
Farewell. Exennt. 
Enter Backinghawsto execution, 

Buc. Will nor king Richard lee me {peake with him? 

Rat, Nowy Lord,therefore be patient, | 

Bac, Haftings,and Edwards children, Riuers,Gray, 
Holy king Henry ,and thy faire fonne Edward, 
Vaughan,and all that have mifcarried, - 

By vaderhand corrupeed, fowleiniuftice, 


: a of Richard the third, 


If chet your moodie difcontented foules, 
Do through the cloudes behold this prefent houre, 
Euen for reuenge,mocke my deftruction: 
Thisis Allfoules day fellowesiisit not? 
Rat. Ttismy Lord, 
Bac, Why then A tlfouies day, is my bodies doomelday: 
This is the day, that in king Edwards time 
1 witht might fall on me,when I was found 
Falfe to his children,or his wiues allies : 
This is the day wherein I withe to fall, 
By the falfe faith of him I trufted moft : 
This,chis Allfoules day,to my fearefull foule, 
Is the determinde refpie of my wrongs : 
‘That high all-feer that I dallied with, 
Hath turnd my fained praier on my head, 
And giuen in earneft what I begd in icaft. 
Thus doeth he force the fword of wicked men 
Toturae their points on their maifters bofome: 
Now Margarets curfe is fallen vpon my head, 
When he quoth fhe, fhall fplic chy heart with forrow, 
Remember Margaret was a Prophetefle. _ 
Comme firs,conuey me to the blocke of fhame, 
Wrong hath but wrong,and blame the deaw of blame. 
Enter Richmond with drums.and trumpets. 
Rich, Fellowes in armes,and my moft louing friends, 
Bruifd vnderneath the yoake of tyrannie, 
T hus farre into the bowels ofthe land, 
Haue we marcht on withoutimpediment: 
And here receiue we from our Father Stanley, 
Lines of faire comfort,and encouragement, 
The wretched, bloudic,and vfurping bore, 
That fpoild your fommer-feld,and fruitfull vines, 
Swilsyour warme blood like wath,and makes his trough 
In your inboweld bofomes,this foule {wine 
Lies now euenin the center of this Ile, 
Neare to the towne of Leycefter as we learne: 
From Tamworth thither, is bue one daies march, 
In Gods name cheare on,couragious friends, 
To reape the haruckt of perpetual! Pratt | 
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The Tragedie 
By this one bioudie eriall of fharpe warre, 
1 Lor, Buery mans confcience isathoufand words 
To fight againft that bloudie homicide-. 
2. Lor, I doubt not bur his friends will flieto vs, 
3. Lor, He hath no friends,but who are friends for feare, 
Which in his greareft need will (hrinke fromhim. 
Rich. All for ourvantage, then in Gods name march, 
Truc hope is {wift,and fies with fwallowes wings, 
Kings it make Gods,and meaner creatures kings. 
Enter K. Richard,Norff-Ratchiffe, Catesbse, with others, 
King, Here pitch our tents,euen here in Bofworth field, 
Why how now Catesby why lookeft thou fo fad2 
Cat, My heareis cen eimes lighter then my lookes, 
King. Norffolke, come hither: 
N rae mutt haue knockes,ha,mult we not ? 
Nor. We muft both giue and take, my gracious Lord, 
King, Vp with my tence there, here will { lye tonight, 
But where to morrow ? well all is one for that: 
Who hath defcried the number of the foe? 
Wor, Sixeosfeuen thoufand is their greatelt number, 
King, Why our battailon erebels that account, 
Befides, the kings name is arower of ftrength, 
Which they vpon the aduerfe partie want : 
Vp with my tent there, valiant gentlemen, 
Let vs fruey the vantage of the fields 
Call far fome men of found direction, 
Lets want no difcipline, make na delay, 
For Lords, to morrow isa bufie day. Exeuns, 
Enter Richmond with the Lords, 
‘Rich, The weary Sunne hath made a golden feare, 
And by the bright wacke of his fierie Carre, 
Giues fignall of a goodly day to morrow : 
Where is fir William Brandon.he fhail beare my ftanderds 
The Earle of Pembrooke keepe bis regiment, 
Good captaine Blunt, beare my good night to him, 
And by the fecond houre in the morning, 
Defire the Earle to fee mein my tent. 
Yet one thing more,good Blunt before thou goelt: 
Whereis Lord Stanly quatterd,doeft thou know? 
Blunt, Nnigs i baue eniftane bis coloursmuch, © Which 


of Richard thethird, 
Which well Tam affur'd I haue not done, 
His regiment liet halfe a mile at leaft, 
South from the mightie power of the king. 
Rich, lé without perillie be poflible, 
Good captain Biunt beare my good night to him, 
And give him from me,this moft needful {crowle. 
Blunt, V pon my life my Lord, He vadertake it, 
Rich. Farewell good Blunt. 
Give me fome Inke aud paper in my tent, 
le draw the formeand mode of our bateell, 
Limit each leader to his feuerall charge, 
And part iniuft proportion our {mall &rength: 
Come, |let vsconful: vpon to morrowes bufine(fe é 
Into our tene,the aire 1s raweand cold. 
Enter R.Richard,Norff. Ratcliffe,(. atesby, 
King, Whuatisaclocke? | 
Cat, Icis fixe of the clocke,full fupper time. . 
_ King. I willnot fuptonight,giue me fome Inke & paper, 
What,is my beuer eafier then it was ? 
And all ary armor laid into my tene?2 
Cat, Itis my liege,and alithings are in readinefTe, 
King. Good Norffolke,hie theeco thy charge, 
Vie carefull watch, chule trultie Centinell. 
Nor, 1goe my Lord, 
King. Star-with the Larke to morrow gentle Norffolke: 
Nor, 1 warrant you my Lord, | 
King, Catesbie. 
Rat, My Lord. 
King. Send outa Purfesant at armes 
To Stanleys regiment,bid him bring his power 
Before Suni rifing, leaft hisfonne Georgefall 
Into the blinde caue of eternal nighe, 
Fill me a bowle of wine, giue mea watch, 
Saddle white Surrey for the field tomorrows 
Looke that my ftaues be found and not too heauy Ratiiffe, 
Rat, My Lord. 
King. Sawelt thou the melancholy L,.Northumberland? 
Rat. Thomasthe Earle of Surrey and himfelfe, 
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The Tragedie 
‘Went through the armie chearing'vp the fouldiers. 
King. Sol am fatishied,giue me a bowle of wine, 
Thaue not that alacritie of {pirit, 
Nor cheare of minde that I was wont to haue: 
Set it downe. Is Inke and paper readieé 
Rat. Itismy Lord. 
King. Bid my guard watch,leaueme. 
Ratcliffe about the mid of night comero my tent 
Andhelpetoa:meme:leauemel fay, Exit Ratisffe, 
Enter Darbyto Richmondin hu tent, 
Dar. Fortune and vi€torie fit on thy helme. 
Rich. Allcomfore that the darke nighs can affoord, 
Bc tothy perfon, noble fathes in lawe, 
Tell me how faresour noble mother 2. 
Dar, I by atturney bleflerhee from thy mother, 
Who praies continually for Richmonds good, 
So much for thar: the {lent houres fteale on, 
And flakie darkneffe breakes within the Eaft, 
In briefe,for fo the feafon bids vs be: 
Prepare thy battell eatly in che mornings 
And put thy fortune to the arbritrement 
Of bloudie ftrokesand moartall flaring warre, 
TasI may, that which | woud I cannor, 
With beft aduantage will deceiue the time, 
And aide thee in chis doubtful thocke of armes: 
But on thy fide / may not betoo forward, 
Left being feenc.thy brother tender George 
Be executed in hisfathersfighe. 
Farewell, the leilure and the fearefull time, 
Cuts off the ceremonious vowes of love, 
And ample enrerchange of (weet difcomfe, 
Which fo long fundired friends fhould dwell ypon, 
God gine vs leifure for thefe rights ofloue, 
Once more adiew,be valiant and {peed well. | 
Rich, Good Lords conduét himto his regiment: 
Tle {triue with troubled choughts to takea nap, 
Left leaden flumber peife me downe to morrow, 
When I fhould mount with wings of viGtory : 


Once more goed night kind Lords &gentleman, Exes. 


O thou whole captaine J account my felfe, 


The Tragedie 
Looke an my forees with a gracious eye: 
Putin their hands thy brufing Irons of wrath, 
That they may crufh downe with a heauie fall, 
The vfurping helmets of our aduerfaties s 
Makevs thy minifters of chaftifement, 
That we may praife thee in thy vitorie, 
To thee ] do commend my watchfull foule, 
Ere I let fall the windowesof mine eyes, 
Sleeping and waking,oh,defend me ftill, 
Enter the ghoft of prince Ed.foune to Henry the fixe, 
Ghoft to,K, Ri,Let me fit heauic on thy foule to morrowy 
Thinke how thou ftabft me in my prime of youth, 
At Teukesbury: difpzire therefore and die. 
To Rich.Be cheerefull Richmond, for the wronged foules 
Ofbutchred Princes fight inthy behalfe, 
King Henries iffue Richmond comforts thee. 
Enter the ghoft of Henry the fixte 
Gho,to K. Ri, When I was mortall,my annointed body, 
By thee was punched full of holes, 
Thinke on the Tower, and me: difpaire and die, 
Harrie the fixt bids thee difpaire and die. 
To Rich. V ertuous and holy bethou conqueror; 
Harrie that prophefied thou fhouldefl be king, 
Doth comfort theein thy fleepe, liue and florifh. 
Enter the Ghoft of Clarence. 
Choft, Let me fit heauiein thy foule to morrow, 
‘Jthat was wafhe to death with fulfome wine, 
Poore Clarence by thy guile betrayd to death : 
To morrow inthe battell thinks an me, 
And fall thy edgelefle fword,difpaire and die. 
To Rich, Thou offpring of the hovfe of Lancafter, 
The wronged heires of Yorke do pray for thee, 
Good Angelsguard thy battell, live and ftorifh. 
Enter the Ghoaft of Riners,Gray, Vanghan, 
Rin. Let mefit heauiein thy foule to morrow, 
Riuers that died ar Pomfret, difpaire and die, 
Gray. Thinke vpon Gray,and lee thy foule difpaires 
_ Vaugh. Thinke vpon V aughan;and with guiltic feare 
Let fall thy launce,difpaire and die, 
L 3 All 
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The Tragedie 
Allto Rich. Awake and thinke our wrongsin Ri. bofome, 
Will conquer him,awake and win the day- 
Enter the Coot of L.Haftengs. 
Gho. Bloody and guiltie, guiltily awake, 
Andina bloody battell end thy dayes. 
Think on L. Haftings,difpaire and die. 

To Ri, Quiet-vutroubled foule,awake,awake, 

Arme,fight and conquer for faire Englands fake, 
Enter the Ghofts of ehetwo yong Princes. 

Gho.to K.R. Dreameon thy coufins finoothred in the 
Let vs be laid within thy bofome Richard, (Tower, 
And weigh thec downe ro riuine,(hame and death, 

Thy Nephewes foules bid thee difpaire and die. 

To #i. Sleepe Richmond fleepe,in peace,and wake in toy, 
Good Angels guardtheefrom the Bores annoy, 
Liue and beget a happy race of Kings, 

Edwards vnhappie fonnes do bid thee florith. _ 
Enter the Choft of Oncene Anne bis wife, . 

Richard, thy wife,that wretched Annethy wife, 

That never flept a quiet houre with thee, 

Now fils thy fleepe with perturbations, 

To morrowin the battaile thinke on:me, 

And fall thy edzeleffe fword,difpaire and die. 

To Rich, Thou quice foule,fleepe thou a quict fleepe, 

Dreamce ot {uccefTe and happy vidtoric, 
Thy aduerfaries wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the Gboft of Buckinghaw, — 
The firkt was I that helpe thee to the Crowne, 
The faft was I chat felechy cyrannic, 
O,1n the battell ehinke on Buckingham, 
And die in terror of thy guiltinefle: 
Dreamiec on, dreameon,of bloody deeds & death, 
Fainting difpaire, difpairing yeeld thy breath, 

To Ri. Idyed for hope ere d could lend thee aid, 
But cheare thy heart.and be thou not difmayd, 
God and good Angels fight on Richmonds fide, 
And Richard fals in height of all his pride, 

K, Richard flartech out of a dreames 

X.Rs. Giue me another horfe,biad vp my wounds: 

auc mercie Isfu: (oft, I did but dreame. O Coward 


O coward confcience, how doeft chou affli me? 
The lights burne blew, it is not dead midnight: 
Cold fearefull drops ftand on my trembling flefh, 
What do I feare my felfe? theres none elle by, 
Richard loues Richard, that is,] am I: 
Is ghere a murthererhere ?no. Yes Lam, 
Then flie,what from my felfe ? great reafon why, 
Left I reuenge.What my felfe vpoa my felfe? 
Alacke I loue my felfeywherfore ? for any good 
That I my {elfe haue done vnto my felfe? 
O vo: alas I rather hate my (elfe, 
For hatefull deeds committed by my felfe: 
Tama villaine,yet I lye, 1 am not. 
Poole of thy felfe {peake well, foole do not flatter, 
My confcience hatha thoufand (euerall tongues, 
And eucry tongue brings in afeuerall tale, 
And eucry tale condemnes me foravillaine: 
Periuric,in the higheit degree, 
Murther,(terne marsher,in the dyreft degrees 
All (cuerall finnes,all vide in each degree, 
Throngall to the barre, crying ail,guiltie,guiltie. 
1 thall difpaire,there is no creature loues me, 
Andif I die,no foule fhali pittie me: 
And wherefore fhould they ?fince chat I my felfe, 
Findein my felfe,no pittie to my felfe- 
Mechoughe the foules of all that I murthred 
Came allto my tent,and every one did threat 
‘To morrowes vengeance on the head of Richard. 
Enter Rathge, 
_ Raz. My Lord. 
King. Zounds,who is therez | 
Raz, Ratliffe, my Lord,tis 1: the early village cocke 
Hath ewife done falutation to the morne. 
Your friends are vp,and buckle on their armor, 
King. O Ratclitfe,I haue dreamd a fearfulldreame, 
What chink!? chou,will our friends prowe all true? 
Rat. No doubt my Lord. 
King, O Ratcliffe,} feare,l feare. 
Rat. Nay good my Lord,be not afraid of fhadowes. 


King. By the Apoftle Paul,thadowesto night Have 
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Haue ftrooke more tersor to : faule of Richard, 
Then can the fubftance of ten thoufand fouldiers 
Armed in proofe,and Jed by thallow Richmond. 
Tis not yet neare day,come goe with me, 
Vader our Tents lc play the ewfe- dropper, 
Toheare ifany meane to fhrinke from me. Excunt, 

Enter the Lords to Richmond, 

Lords. Good morrow Richmond, ; 

Rich, Crie mercy Lords,and watchfull Gentlemen; 
T hat you haue tane a tardie fluggard here. 

Lor, How haue youflept my Lord? | 

Rich, Thefweetelt fleep,and faireft boding dreames, 
That ewer entredina drowfie head, 

Haue I finee your departure had my Lords. 

Me thought their foules,whofe bodies Richard murthered, 
Came to my tent,and cried on yictorie = 

I promife youmy foule is very iocund, 

Inthe remembrance of fo faire a dreame. 

How farre into the morning is it Lords? 

Lor, Vpon the ftroke of foure. 

Rich. Why thentis time to arme,and giue dire€tion. 
More then J haue faid,louing countrymen, (Hs Orationte 
The leifare and inforcement ofthetime, (Ais /onldiers. 
Forbids to dwell vpon,yet remember this, 

God,and our good caule, fight vpon our fide, 

The prayers of holy Saints and wronged foules, 

Like high reard bulwarkes,{tand before our faces, 
Richard except, thofe whom we fight againft, 

Had rather hage vs winne,then him they follow : 

For, what is he they follow 2eruly gentlemen, 

A bloudy tyrant,and a homicide. 

One ratfde in bloud,aod one in bloud eftablifhed : 

One that made meanes to come by what he hath, 

And flaugtered thofe char were the meanies to hel pe hiss: 
A bafe foule ftone,made precious by the foile 

Of Englands chaire,where he is falfly fee, 

One that hath ever bene Gods enemy: 

Thenif Hie againft Gods enemy, 

God will in iuftice ward you as his fouldiers: 

If youdo fwearetc pus atyrant downs, 
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You fleepe in peace,the tyrant being flaine, 
If you do fight again{t your countries foes, 
Your countries fat,thall pay your paines the hire. 
If youdo fight in fafegard of your wiues, 
Your wiues fhall welcome home the conquerors: 
If you do free your children fromthe (word, 
Your childens children quits it in your age: 
Then in the name of God and all thefe rights, 
Aduance your {tandards,draw your willing {words 
For me,the ranfome of my bold attempt, 
Shall be this cold corpeson the earths cold face: 
Butif lehriue,the gaine of my attempt, 
Theleaft of you fall fhare his part thereof, 
Sound drums and trumpets boldly, and cheerfully, 
God,and Saint George,Richmond,and vi€torie, 
Enter King Richara,Rat.o, 
Kin. What faid Northumberland as touching Richmond? 
Rat. That he was newer trained vp in armes, 
King, He faid the rruth,and what Gaid Surrey then? 
‘Rat, Ee finiled and faid,the better for our purpofe, 
King, He wasin the right,and fo indeed itis: 
Telithe-clockethere. — The clocke ftriketh, 
Giue mea Kalender,who faw the Sunne to day 2 
| Rat. Not tiny Lord. | , | 
King, Then he difdainesto thine, for by the booke 
He fhould haue brawd the Eaft an houre agoe, 
Ablacke day willit be to fome bodie Rat. 
Rat, My Lord, 
_ King. The Sunnewill not be feenetoday, 
The skie doth frowne and lowre vpon our armie, 
J would thefedeawie teares were fromthe ground, 
Not fhine to day : why, whatis that to me 
More thento Richmond? for the felfe-fame heatien 
That frownes on me,lookes {adly vpon him. 
Enter Norffolke, 
Nor, Arme,arme,my Lord,the foe vaunts in the field. 
King. Come,bultle,buftle,caparifon my horfe, 
Call vp Lord Stanly,bid him bring his power, 


Jwiil lead fotth my fouldiers to the pee a 
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‘The Tragedie 
And thus my battell fhall be ordered. 
My foreward fhall be drawnein length, 
Confifting equally of horfe and foote, 
Our Archers fhali be placed in the midft, 
John Duke of Norffolke, Thomas Farle of Surreyy 
Shall haue the Jeading of the foore and horle, 
They thus dircéted, we will follow 
Inthe maine battell,whofe puiffance on either fide 
Shall be well winged with our chiefeft horfe : 
This,and Saint George to boote, what thinkeft thou Nor. 
Nor, Agood diteftion warlike fouerargne, He fhemeth 
This found | op my tent this morning. hima peper. 
Lockey of Norfolke be not fo bold, 
For Dickon thy maifter 1 bought and fold, 
King. A thing deuifed by the enemie, 
Goe Gentlemen euery man vatohis charges 
Let not our babling dreames affright our foules, 
Confcience is a word that cowards vfe, 
Denifde at firltto keepe the trong inawe, 
Oor {trong armes be out confcience, {words our lawe. 
March on,ioyne brauely,let vs too it pel! mell, 
IF not to heauen,then hand inhandtohell, Hes Orntionto 
What fhall May more then I haueinferd2 his Arnsis. 
Remember whom you are to cope withall, 
A fort of yagabonds, rafcols and runawaies, 
A {cum of Brittains,and bafe lackey pefants, 
Whom their orecloyed country vomits forth 
To defperate aduentures & aflur'd deftruétion, 
You fleeping fafe,they bring you to vareft: 
You having lands,& biel with beaueeous wits, 
They would reftraine the one; diftaine the other, 
And who doth lead them but a paltrey fellow 2 
Long kept in Brittaine at our mothers coft, 
A milkefopt, one that neuer in his life 
Felt fo much cold as ouer fhooes in frow? 
Lets whip the(e ftraglers ore the feas againe, 
Lath hence thefe ouerweening rags of France, 
Thefe famithe beg gers weary of their lines, 
Who but for dreaming on this fond exploye, 


Fou want ofmeans poore rats had hangdthemflues, IF 
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Ifwebe conquered, let men conquere vs, 
And not thele baftard Brittaines whom ou fathers 
Haue in their owne land beaten, bobd and thampt, 
Andon record Jefe thenythe heires of fhame. 
Shall thefe enioy our lands,lye with our wiues? 
Rauifh our daughters,barke J heare their drum, 
Right Gentlemenof England,fight boldly yeomen, 
Draw Archers draw, your arrowes ¢o the head, 
Spur your proud horfes hard,and ride in bloud, 
Amaze the welkin with your broken ftaues, 
What faies Lord Stanley, will he bring his power? 
Mef. My Lord,he doth denieto come. 
King. Off with his fonne Georges head, 
Nor. My Lord,the enemie is paft the marfh, 
After the batraile,let George Stanley die, 
King. A thoufand hearts are great within my bofome, 
Adusnce ourftandards, fet vpon our foes, 
Our auncient word of courage faire Saint George 
Infpire vs with the fpleene of fierie Dragons, 
Vponthem, victorie fits on our helpes. 
_— Alarumyexcuarfiens, Emer Catesbie. 
Cat. Refcew my Lord of Norfolke,refcew,refcew, 
The king enacts more wonders then a man, 
Daring anoppofite to euery danger, 
His horfe is flaine, and all on foote he fights, 
Seeking for Richmondin the throat of death, 
Refcew faire Lord,orelfethe day isloft, Enter Richard, 
Kin, Ahorfesa horfe, ny kingdome for a horfe, - 
Cat, Withdrawany Lord, ile helpe you toa horle, 
Kix, Slaue I haue fet my life vponacatt 
And | willftand the hazard of the dye, 
Tehinke ehere be fixe Richmonds in the field, 
Fine haue | {laine to day in ftead of him. 
A horfe,a horfe,my kingdome for ahorfe. 
Alarum, Enter Richard and Richmond, they Sight, Richard i 
fain;then retrait beng founded.Enter Richmond, Darby bem 
ving the crowne,with other Lords, 
_Ré, God and your armes be praifed viétorious friends, 
The day is ours,the bloudie dog isdead, , 
Dar.Couragious Richm6d,wél halt thosacquit thee, Loe 
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TheTragedie 
Loc here this long vfurped royalties 
From the dead temples of this bloudie wretch, 
Hauc I pluckt off to grace thy browes withall, 
Weare it,and make much of it, 
Rich, Great God of heauen fay Amen to all, 
But tell me,is young George Stanley liuing? 
Dar, He is my Lord,and fafe in Lefter Towne, 
Whither ifit pleafe you wemay now withdrawe vs. 
Rich,What men of name are flaine on either fide? 
Johu Duke of Norfolke,Water Lord Ferris,for. Robert 
Brokenbury, & fir Willians Brandon. 
Rich, Inter their bodies,ax become their births, 
Prochaimea pardon to the fouldiers fled, 
Thatin fubmiffion will returne to vs, 
And then as we haue tance the facrament, 
We will ynite the white rofe and the red. 
Smile heaven vpon this faire coniunétion, 
That long haue frownd vpon their enmitie, 
‘What traitor heares me,and fayesnot Amen? 
England hath long bene madde;and {card hier felfe, 
The brother blindly fhed the brothers bloud, 
The father rafhly flaughtered his owne fonne, 
The fonnecompeld,bene butcher to the fire. 
All this diutded Yorke and Lancafter, 
Diuided in their dire diuifion. 
O nowlet Richmond and Elizabeth, 
The true fucceedets of each royall houfe, 
By Gods faire ordinance conioyne together, 
And let thy heires (God ifthy willbe (0) 
Enrich the time to come with {mooth-fafte peace, 
With {miling plentic,and feire profperous day ese 
Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord, 
That would reduce thefe bloudie day esagaine, 
And make poore England weepe in ftreamesof bloud, 
Let them not live zo tafte this lands encreafe, 
That would with treafon wound this faire lands peaces 
Now ciuill wounds are ftopt, peace liues againes 
‘That fhe may long liue heare,God fay Amen, 
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